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FOREWORD 


“THE only way that we ever really come to a definite conclusion 
in regard to spiritual things is by collaborative evidence, and no one 
can convince another by talking—it is a spiritual awakening within 
one’s self.” q 

“WILLIAM JAMES.” 

Given through Miss Ridley, on May 14th, 1929, in answer to a 

request made nearly three years before, through Pierre Keeler. 


I have regretted placing myself so much in the foreground in these 
accounts of psychic experiences, but as the majority were personal, 
there seemed to be no other way. 

ANNE LOUISE FLETCHER. 
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PART I 
MEMORIES 
_“ We shall make every possible use of the people through whom 


we can reach your world.”—WiLtiAM JAMES, in Your Infinite 
Possibilities, by Margaret Underhill. 


I CORINTHIANS, 12 CHAPTER, 4-11 


Now there are diversities of gifts, but the same Spirit. 

And there are diversities of ministrations, but the same Lord. 
And there are diversities of workings, but the same God 
Who worketh all things in all. 

But to each one is given the manifestation of 

The Spirit to profit withal. 

For to one is given through the Spirit the word of wisdom, 
And to another the word of knowledge, according to the same Spirit; 
To another faith in the same Spirit; 

And to another gifts of healings in the one Spirit; 

And to another workings of miracles; 

And to another prophecy; 

And to another discerning of Spirits; 

To another divers kinds of tongues; 

And to another the interpretation of tongues; 

But all these worketh the one and the same Spirit, 
Dividing to each one severally even as He will. 


CHAPTER I 


MEMORIES 


I was very young when I began to hear my mother and mem- 
bers of her family speak of strange occurrences, but the first story I 
remember is this one. 

In my mother’s young ladyhood there was much excitement in 
certain portions of New York State over the manifestations of the 
Fox sisters, and there was hardly any gathering of young people which 
did not experiment for phenomena. 

One evening in Rochester a group of young men and women pro- 
posed “ trying.” One was selected, a young artist, to do the writing, 
while the others were to ask questions mentally. It was not long 
before the hand of the young man began to write these words: 
“‘ Heaven is a happy place, come to me my child.” He was so sur- 
prised and overcome by the experience that he vowed never again to 
attempt such a thing. No one claimed the message. 

Not long after, an unhappy young woman, who had been a mem- 
ber of that evening’s circle, came to the artist and importuned him to 
write for her, acknowledging that the message received previously had 
been an answer to a question she had asked her father, in the Spirit 
World. He refused for some time, but she was so insistent, promising 
never to ask the favor again, that he at last complied. He never knew 
what he had written. Soon after she committed suicide. It is evident 
that the father had not been long enough in the Spirit World to learn 
some of its fundamental laws, if he sent to his daughter any message 
conducive to causing such a tragedy on her part, for in the years of 
my investigations I have learned that to commit suicide comes nearer 
being the “ unpardonable sin ” than any other. There is no “ unpar- 
donable sin,” but each soul must work out its own salvation. Many 
times through much mental anguish, and the adjusting processes of 
the suicide we are told from the spirit side, are much more severe than 
any other. Many years ago Swedenborg wrote: “ The Lord never acts 
contrary to order, because He Himself is Order. The Divine Truth 
proceeding from the Lord is what makes order, and Divine truths are 
the laws of order, according to which the Lord leads man. For this 
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reason, to save man by immediate mercy is contrary to Divine order, 
and what is contrary to Divine order is contrary to the Divine. 
Divine order is Heaven with man, which order man has perverted with 
himself, by a life contrary to the laws of order, which are Divine 
truths. Into that order, man is brought back by the Lord out of pure 
mercy, by means of the laws of order, and so far as he is brought 
back, so far he receives Heaven in himself, comes into Heaven. Hence 
again it is evident that the Divine mercy of the Lord is pure mercy, 
but not immediate mercy.” 


CHAPTER II 
MEMORIES 


It was during my childhood that I remember going to Greenwood 
Cemetery with my parents, to attend the placing of the mortal remains 
of my paternal grandfather, and a cousin who had passed out of life 
while very young. Their bodies had been buried in the old cemetery 
in Elmira, New York, and the city encroaching upon it had necessi- 
tated the removal. I remember looking at the little headstone which 
had stood over my cousin’s grave, and thinking how dear was the baby 
hand carved upon it, with its tiny fingers pointing upward to three 
words, “Up, Up, Up.” After the services, I heard my mother ask 
what was the significance of the inscription on the baby’s headstone, 
as she had never seen it before, nor had she ever heard anything about 
it. It seems that, during the baby’s mortal life, my mother’s father 
had spent a few months in the home of the child, and they had become 
great pals. Every morning the baby would go to my grandfather’s 
door, and with his tiny hand would rap as loudly as he could, and 
demand that he should “ get up ’”—but all he could say was, ‘“ Up, up, 
up.” He passed out of life soon after, and his parents, for sentimental 
reasons, had those words placed on the baby’s headstone. As soon as 
my mother heard this explanation, she told the story of her experience 
while sitting at the bedside alone, a short time before the passing of 
her father. The other members of the family were resting, worn out 
by long vigils, when, just before dawn, my mother heard a voice say, 
“Up, up, up.” She went to an open window and listened, thinking 
perhaps a truckster, driving his team to market, might have said, ‘‘ Get 
up, get up, get up,” and that she had caught only the last words, as 
the house stood some distance from the road—but there was no sound 
from any direction—everything in perfect silence. My grandfather 
passed out of the mortal body at daybreak that morning. 

Nearly a half century later, a friend attended a séance given by a 
British medium, in which questions were written by the sitter, and 
answered unseen by him. Having felt anxious about my health, she 
placed a question in which I was the principal thought, and received in 
answer my father’s name, my own, and the name of the town in which 
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I was staying, miles away, and remarks as to my health. Then he 
said— I will give this to you as a symbol—a wonderful tall tree, and 
I am taken up, up, up. Tell her, she will understand.” When my 
mother looked from the window that morning it was upon “ wonderful, 
tall trees.” 

My friend knew nothing of this story until after the message was 
delivered to me, and I did not know about the séance until then. 


CHAPTER ITI 
MEMORIES 


WHEN I was a young miss, my mother lost her youngest sister 
through typhoid fever. An epidemic of that disease had been taking 
from mortal life many of the young people living in a small city in 
Ohio. Before my aunt was taken ill, one of her young friends had 
been battling many weeks with the dreaded malady. On the day of 
her passing, this young man, “‘ Walter D.,” had been experiencing the 
first natural sleep of his illness. He awakened suddenly, and said to 
his nurse, ‘‘ There is Cora Chapin.” ‘The nurse thought he had been 
dreaming, and endeavored to convince him of the fact. But he in- 
sisted that he had seen her, with his “ awakened ” eyes, standing in 
his room and looking at him. He had not been informed of her illness, 
and all through hers she had repeatedly asked about his condition. 

My mother also had a vision of her sister, before the message of 
her passing arrived. 

Not long after, my mother was awakened in the middle of one 
night by hearing a chorus of young male and female voices. The sing- 
ing was unusually beautiful. She went to the window to find if per- 
chance the sounds had been coming from the street—a very busy 
street from which were apt to rise anything but musical sounds. There 
was no music coming from below, and the houses were too solidly built 
to have allowed sounds to enter from house to house, and “ the radio ”’ 
was undreamed of at that time. During my mother’s last illness, the 
doctor had left some powders to be given. When the nurse placed one 
in her mouth, she said, “‘ That powder bites like the sting of a viper.” 
When the doctor was told of this he looked puzzled and said, ‘“‘ That 
is remarkable, because that remedy is made from the sting of a viper! ” 
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CHAPTER IV 
DREAMS 


SOMETIMES dreams seem to be prophetic. One which I experienced 
in my young ladyhood was verified the next day. I dreamed that a 
friend stood before me, that he had come to say “ Good-bye,” and that 
he was sad at the parting. The dream was haunting and unlike most 
which pass almost immediately into oblivion. That morning I learned 
that he had come home from a distant town, ill. He passed out of 
mortal life in a few hours. If, as we are often told, telepathy plays so 
important a part in mediumistic messages, is it not strange that this 
friend has never manifested, with the many who have come back from 
“the echoless shore ”’? 

In another haunting dream, I saw my mother clothed in radiant 
white, while I was wearing the black of mourning. A few years later 
I was wearing that mistaken, tragic symbol of grief, and it was the 
anguish of looking into the grave which was to receive all that was left 
visible of her precious life that gave me the resolve to find the road, 
if possible, to which that grave was but the entrance. Many years 
after, I did see my mother clothed in radiant white, at a wonderful 
materializing séance. 

My third “ queer ” dream came like a bolt from a clear sky, be- 
cause nothing connected with it had any bearing upon past experiences. 
I dreamed that we had purchased a home in Washington, D. C.—that 
we were to live there, and in putting the home in order, I was laboring 
to take down from several openings red chenille portieres. About ten 
years after we did buy a home in Washington, and when I entered the 
house which had been selected, my breath was quite taken away when 
I found, hanging in each opening, red chenille portieres! At the time 
of my dream there had not been the slightest intimation that Washing- 
ton would ever be our home. 
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CHAPTER V 
HAUNTED HOUSES 


CAMILLE FLAMMARION wrote a book dealing with authenticated 
cases of hundreds of haunted houses, and many stories on the same 
subject have been told by less celebrated scribes. 

Some strange things happened in one of our houses. It was a new 
house, and not the type which would be considered “ a happy hunting 
ground ” for a ghost. However, an old woman had lost her life upon 
that spot, when she had returned to her burning cottage to secure some 
treasures. Only her spirit emerged and her so-called treasures were 
useless. If mortals could realize how little real value there is in pos- 
sessions which are not of the Soul, how many of the world’s heart- 
aches might be avoided. 

A young girl and a youth were sitting, one evening, in the music 
room, chatting upon subjects of interest to the young, when a small 
picture fell from the wall. Upon examination, it was found that the 
metal wire holding it had broken on each side simultaneously, in places 
sustaining no strain. About ten days later a small picture, hanging in 
an upper hall, fell, with the wire broken in the same way. Both had 
been supplied, like all others, with new wire, a few weeks before, and 
none of the large pictures fell. 

Soon after, with no person near, and no open windows, an image 
toppled off its pedestal in the room where the first picture had fallen. 

A grandfather clock, standing on a landing leading to an upper 
hall, would stop or go, just as the spirit moved it. It would start in 
the middle of the night, after days of silence. Expert diagnosis, new 
weights, nor anything else, had any effect upon its waywardness. As 
a young lady passed it one day, not touching it in any way, it cast 
itself upon her, pinning her to the floor. Fortunately, nothing more 
serious than a demolished hat was the result. Poltergeist performances 
of this kind are not uncommon, and I believe it is generally conceded 
by researchers, only occur when there is a young person in the house. 
Creaks and knocks about the home were looked upon by me as the 
natural result of ‘‘ the growing pains ”’ of a new house, and it was only 
after the home had been occupied for several years by a friend, and 
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hearing her story, that the nebulous thought held by me crystalized 
into a feeling of certainty that the house was haunted. My friend 
said, “‘ We think this house is haunted. My sister has often gone into 
the hall at night, after we have retired, to answer a voice which she 
thought she heard, and found no one there. We often hear voices, and 
we know that no one else is in the house.”” This house was completely 
detached from its neighbors. I have a friend who lived for a year in 
an apparently haunted house, in a mid-Western city, opposite the 
beautiful estate of a former Governor, and an old resident told her he 
“had heard that a house down that way was haunted.” Electric lights 
were switched on without visible hands, during the night, and found 
burning in the morning. Steps were quite audible, and my friend at 
times went through the house hunting for a possible mortal intruder. 
She said she felt that it was a friendly ghost, possibly attached to some 
very old furniture which was in the house. The house was detached, 
and not subject to voices from too close neighbors. We are told from 
the other side that “ earth-bound spirits” are not necessarily evil 
spirits, but often those who in life were deeply attached to some place 
or things or persons, and who for a period may not be able to withdraw 
from those mortal attractions. 


CHAPTER VI 
OBSESSIONS 


SoME things which came to my attention before the great Jackson- 
ville fire caused me to wonder if the Oriental theory in regard to the 
influence of unhappy personalities clinging to the environments in 
which they have lived, is correct. 

In a cottage opposite our home there lived, in the course of two 
years, three different families, unrelated to each other. In each family 
there was a youth, and each youth, after living a few months in the 
cottage, became insane, the last one violently so. If I had known 
then what I now do, I might have been brave enough to have at least 
seen the third mother with suggestions as to a possible remedy. In 
that case she doubtless would have considered me as crazy as her son. 

Dr. Carl Wickland, of Los Angeles, California, and Dr. Titus Bull, 
of New York City, have both demonstrated the truth of the ancient 
so-called superstition of the possibility of obsession. Both have treated 
cases by psychic methods which would otherwise have ended their days 
on earth in insane asylums. 

Dr. Hyslop, before his passing, was and still is deeply interested in 
this branch of psychic phenomena, and “ The Hyslop Foundation,” 
which has been established by the American Society for Psychical 
Sealants is to ey on this humanitarian work. 

total -procee ee ‘book«are’to be devoted to’ 


(Letter of Dr. Titus Bull, of New York.) 

“ July 8th, 1929. 
“¢ My dear Mrs. Fletcher: 

“J have read your manuscript with pleasure and profit. Your experiences 
with mediums has been wide and varied. It is well covered, and those who 
are seeking light from another’s experience may find food for thought in your 
book. I sincerely hope it may have a wide circulation. 

“‘T note in your book the statement that the American Society for Psych- 
ical Research organized the James H. Hyslop Foundation. That is an error, 
for the James H. Hyslop Foundation has no connection with the American 
Society, although it does codperate with the American Society. Your humble 
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servant was responsible for the James H. Hyslop Foundation solely for the 
purpose of testing the spiritistic hypothesis as allied to the problems of the 
insane and neurotic. 
“Thank you for permitting me to read the manuscript. 
“ Very cordially, 
Sl BOLL 
430 West 116th St., 
New York City. 


CHAPTER VII 
MIND RADIO 


AFTER I had been living in Washington a few years, a friend living 
in Florida and myself agreed to make a test of telepathy. We selected 
a time for each to sit quietly and concentrate, making calculation for 
the difference in time in the two places. We were to draw the object 
of our impressions and mail immediately to each other. It took me 
but a few moments to draw the sign of the Cross. When my friend’s 
effort arrived, it was also the sign of the Cross. I had some quite vivid 
impressions in connection, which, when we compared notes, rather 
pointed to the fact that I was the recipient. My friend passed into 
the higher life soon after, or we might have made some interesting 
experiments. 

If, as the doubters insist, we get what we wish for through our 
mediums, why has this friend never manifested? Is she so happy with 
conditions which must exist for her that she has no desire? 

Visiting an unprofessional scientific palmist, with some friends, one 
evening, after examining our hands he left the room and returned with 
a small folded bit of paper which he placed in my right hand. He then 
asked me to name a number between 1 and 10. I selected “ 4,” at the 
same time saying that 7 was the number I always chose when taking 
chances. He requested me to select a day of the week. I named 
“Monday,” but remarked that Friday was the day when more con- 
fusion took place in my household. Asked to name a color, I said, 
“ Red,” though blue is my favorite color. Then I was told to name 
another number, but the power was gone and I failed. Looking at the 
paper in my hand, I found written “ 4-Monday-Red-2.” 

One day a friend told me the story of some children who had been 
attacked by bees, the insects becoming almost hopelessly entangled in 
the hair of the two little girls, but leaving the boy, who had aroused 
their ire, untouched. That night a house guest, who had not heard the 
story, dreamed of a painful encounter with bees, that they had filled 
her long hair, and that she was having a serious time, and calling 
for help! 

In making notes for this book, I had written—‘ I have seen the 
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rings of Saturn, but I believed they were there before I saw them. I 
had faith in the report of those who make the subject their life’s study. 
Why do we not trust the word of those researchers who make a study 
of psychic phenomena?” About ten days later I received a copy of 
Light from London, and found that about the time I had made my 
notes Sir Arthur Conan Doyle had expressed the same thought in 
regard to the critics of psychic phenomena. The account reads—‘ So 
far as he was concerned, if M. Flammarion or Sir Robert Ball had told 
him about the rings of Saturn, he would have believed them without 
requiring personal proof.” ‘The rings of Saturn, in connection with 
skeptics of psychic phenomena, would not ordinarily be offered as 
a simile. 

Not long ago I received from England the book, Your Infinite Pos- 
sibilities, written by the hand of Margaret Underhill through the in- 
fluence of William James. I had taken the book in my hands to begin 
reading, when I was moved to write, “Is there not always in the 
universe an element for tearing down, as well as building up, and must 
not the battle go on, until the greater part of creation has aligned itself 
with constructive forces?’ When I reached page 58 of the book, I 
found these words: “ If you surrender to destructive forces, imagina- 
tion cannot paint the horror which will ensue. If you learn to turn all 
inventions, all growth and progress, into constructive channels, you 
will live in the millennium.” 

Two young women, experimenting with a ouija board in my home, 
spelled repeatedly an unknown surname. The next morning’s paper 
announced the passing of a person by that name. 

During a gathering of some of my young friends, one was moved 
to write repeatedly a surname not known to those present. At that 
hour a young woman of that name was drowning in Great Falls. 

Neither of these names were very common ones. 

I cite these instances with the thought of how much telepathy must 
play its part in life’s experiences. The examples of spontaneous telep- 
athy are so numerous as to make their repeating seem almost absurd, 
and the results of pre-arranged experiments may be found in numerous 
books of psychic literature. 

Many discoveries and inventions of a like character appear almost 
simultaneously. Our latest wonder—radio vision—has received suc- 
cessful attention from scientists in the United States, Great Britain and 
Japan during the same period. 

The process for making aluminum was discovered by an American 
youth in 1886. A few months after, the same invention was inde- 
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pendently achieved by a young Frenchman in France, who was born 
in the same year as the young American who led him in the race. 

There are so many cases of simultaneous discoveries and inventions 
that it seems as though some power must carry silent suggestions 
through the ether waves to these experimenters, so far separated 
according to physical deductions. 

Experiments for possible telepathy between man and animals have 
brought forth some startling results. 


CHAPTER VIII 
OUIJA 


A YOUNG woman staying with me became interested in operating a 
ouija board. The best results were obtained when she worked alone, 
and I kept the records. Some strange bits of information sifted 
through. One evening, when a friend and my cousin became inter- 
ested, messages began coming, seemingly from my cousin’s father, who 
had passed from life when she was a little girl. He addressed her, 
always, as “ my little girl,” and references were made to incidents, of 
which she had faint memories. Finally we asked to be given some- 
thing that would assure us our own minds were not directing the 
messages. The word “ Newtown” was spelled several times. It had 
no significance for any one present. About six months later, we dis- 
covered that the city of Elmira, where my uncle was born, was once 
called “‘ Newtown,” a fact unknown to us. 

During the same sitting my friend asked for the name of a cat, 
which had been a great pet. Neither the ouija nor the planchette 
gave any lucid information. We were told to blindfold the operator 
and try for automatic writing. Almost immediately the words ‘“ Muk- 
Muk ” were written and quickly changed to ‘ Kum-Kum,” which was 
a strange name for a cat, but correct. I am told that it is quite 
common for automatic messages to be written backward, and I have 
a sample of a friend’s automatic writing, which must be held in front 
of a mirror for perusal—called ‘“‘ Mirror writing.” The getting 
through of the cat’s name might have been accomplished by means 
of telepathy from my friend, but as the young lady was able to convey 
knowledge of which she was ignorant, and not known by others, I 
think it improbable. My friend felt that her mother was present and 
guiding the psychic, as other evidential messages were given. 

A few evenings later, my young friend and I being alone, in work- 
ing with the ouija board the name ‘“ Earl Gray” was repeatedly 
spelled, and a message that “‘ Earl Gray’s father wished to get in touch 
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with his son.”” This was so persistent that we soon gave up, saying 
we saw no reason for Earl Gray’s father trying to get a message 
through in the United States when he had better opportunities in his 
own country. The next morning the young lady and I went to one of 
the banks to get some foreign exchanges. I noticed at the exchange 
window a tall gentleman waiting to be served. I finished my business 
and went out. Soon my friend joined me, and she looked so queer 
that I asked if she were ill. She said, “ No, not ill, but I saw that man 
sign his name, and heard him say that it was ‘ Earl Gray.’” I have 
often wondered what the climax might have been if I had made an 
opportunity to tell the gentleman of our experience of the previous 
evening. 

Between the ouija board and automatic writing we received a 
promise that there would be an attempt by our communicators to 
produce sounds upon a certain desk. In about a week sounds began 
to echo in that piece of furniture, although the psychic had left and 
was many miles distant. They continued for about six months, and 
the final demonstration was so loud that a kitten asleep on my lap sat 
up and stared at the desk for some minutes, greatly adding to my 
peace of mind that the noises had not been the result of my imagina- 
tion. I do not know that there have been sounds in it since. Those 
must have been “ the grande finale.”” Many scoff at the thought that 
spirits would use anything so primitive as raps to carry on communi- 
cation with those they have left on earth. | 

Not long ago, in a Western town, a young man was locked in the 
vault of a bank by a party of thugs. He was the only person familiar 
with its lock combination. What means were at his command to com- 
municate the knowledge by which he might be liberated by those on 
the outside? Nothing but raps, raps, raps! In 1927 the S-4 lay one 
hundred feet below the surface of the sea. From below, the feeble 
raps of a hammer beat out in dots-and-dashes the last message of the 
six men trapped in the torpedo room of the smashed submarine. And 
so with our spirit friends—if we do not furnish them with anything 
better, they use what is available. 

Something happened while my psychic friend was with me which 
was puzzling, and for which the only explanation seems to be that in 
the course of automatic writing magnetism from the medium’s hand 
may charge the wood of the pencil. Considerable writing was coming, 
so much so that I was obliged to sharpen the pencils frequently. I will 
give the statement of the young lady as written to Dr. Prince, upon 
his request, after I had told him of the experience: 
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* Dr. Wik. Prince, 
* New York. 
“ Dear Sir: 

“Tt was quite late in the evening, between eleven and twelve. I clearly 
recall Mrs. F. taking the pencil I had been using and sharpening it at the 
fireplace, whittling it away from her, woman fashion, when she called my 
attention to the fact that chips were clinging to the mantel and not falling. 
It was very light in the room at the time. We spoke of the fact that the 
atmosphere or the pencil must have been charged. They were still sticking 
to the mantel when we retired, but had fallen by morning.” 


In regard to this Dr. Prince wrote—‘ I could understand the adher- 
ing to the mantel if it had been pieces of paper, but I certainly never 
heard of whittlings of a pencil having electricity enough to stick.” 

I have since taken the same pencils, the same knife and the same 
mantel, and in sharpening the same way have never been able to repro- 
duce this phenomenon, but my friend has accomplished it, when alone. 

A friend, Mrs. B., living in a middle Western town, had a strange 
experience with the behavior of a ouija board. A caller operating the 
board had the name of a man, unknown, spelled. It proved to be that 
of Mrs. B.’s brother, who had gone to Texas many years before and 
who had never been heard from after. The next morning Mrs. B.’s 
friend telephoned her that in a certain column in a certain newspaper, 
for which Mrs. B. did not subscribe, there had appeared that morning, 
in a list of unclaimed deposits, held in one of the city’s banks, the same 
name which had registered the night before. Mrs. B. investigated and 
found that the deposit had been placed there years before by her 
brother, and established her claim to it. 

Too many seemingly inexplicable things occur with a ouija board 
to attempt to enumerate them. 

The great outstanding ouija board feat of the present time is the 
“Patience Worth” literature. With Mrs. Curran operating, the 
average is from one to two thousand words per hour. Any one who 
has played with a ouija board knows that this feat must be 
supernormal. 


CHAPTER IX 
LEVITATIONS 


_I HAVE been in circles in a private home and have witnessed a small 
table lifted and placed on a bed, with only the tips of the fingers touch- 
ing it, and in a good red light. The motion was as though it had been 
borne up on the swell of an ocean wave. It would obey the requests 
of the circle. When asked that it should come off the bed quietly, it 
wriggled down, much as I have seen the lame extricate themselves 
from difficult positions. It would move in the direction given, some- 
times quickly, sometimes boisterously, when it would race about the 
room like a bucking broncho, until every hand was thrown off. We 
do not get anywhere cavorting about a room after a table. It is only 
interesting to speculate as to what may be the motive power. 

One evening, with the circle sitting two feet away from it, with all 
hands and feet controlled, a telegraphic code was given by raps, and 
the table responded to the number of raps requested. The sound was 
more like the snapping of an electric spark, and seemed to come from 
the underside. A certain young lady present appeared to be respon- 
sible for this phenomenon, as it was not obtained without her. 
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CHAPTER X 
AURAS 


Dr. WALTER J. KILNER, of England, has demonstrated, by the use 
of certain chemical screens, that the human aura may be made visible 
to the mortal eye. His deductions are that with the aura we are deal- 
ing with an ultra-violet phenomenon. His book, The Human Atmos- 
phere, gives a comprehensive lesson on this subject, though written 
more for the enlightenment of the medical profession than psychical 
researchers. 

Scientists tell us that even the downtrodden blade of grass has an 
aura which has been photographed. During December, 1928, in a 
scientific convention held in Richmond, Virginia, the statement was 
made that successful efforts to photograph the ultra-violet light given 
off by the roots of certain growing plants had been reported to the 
Society of American Bacteriologists. 

About the same time two Munich scientists succeeded in photo- 
graphing the waves of electric current that flow from the human body. 

In all probability the aura is present in all forms of creation. It 
doubtless is the magnetic glow emanating from that indestructible 
astral body, dwelling in its temporary home, the mortal body, and 
wherein dwells the spark of life, the soul. 

Clairvoyants who discern the aura tell us that human auras vary © 
in color, and that the color signifies the mental states of the subjects. 
We are just beginning to learn something of the science of color 
vibrations. 

Several years ago, during a most impressive lecture on spiritual 
subjects, I became conscious of a glow surrounding the lecturer, which 
extended about two feet from his person. I had been so uplifted by 
his words and tone of voice that I thought perhaps my vision was the 
result of nerve tension; but soon after, two friends who had been 
present, a man and woman, unknown to each other, told me of having 
had the same experience, before I mentioned my own. When I de- 
scribed the glow as being “ like sunlight tempered by moonlight,” they 
agreed the simile was as near as could be expressed in words. 
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CHAPTER XI 
SIGNS 


BROKEN glass figures in many psychic stories, and even some pub- 
lications of that austere body, the American Society for Psychical 
Research, have had accounts of phenomenon of that nature. 

While visiting in a middle Western city I was taken with an illness 
from which I felt utterly wretched for a few days. My hostess had 
gone out to keep an engagement, and the maid had placed on a table, 
by my bedside, a tray on which was a glass about two-thirds full of a 
dilution of milk of magnesia. The room was neither hot nor cold. 
After an hour or so, not feeling any better, in a fit of desperation I 
thought—‘‘ Now, grandmother, you have said you are with me many 
times, and trying to help me in the perplexities of life—it is time for 
you to get busy.” In less than five minutes I heard the click of crack- 
ing glass. My first thought was a crack in the mirror of the dresser— 
an awful omen to one who is ill—and I lifted my head to see if such a 
thing had happened, but instead a stream of milky water was running 
from the table, and I discovered that a piece of the tumbler, about the 
size and shape of a silver half dollar, had broken out, midway between 
the top and bottom, and it was through this hole that the mixture was 
flowing. I had not touched the glass, and the maid and my hostess 
were positive that the glass was intact when placed by my bedside. 
Friends have told me of similar experiences. It seemed rather dis- 
respectful for me to send a mental message to my grandmother to 
“‘ get busy,” but if we are to believe the information, which comes to 
us from the spirit world, that all reach the perfection of maturity in 
that blessed state—as one spirit said, “‘ We are at our best ”—to the 
old is “ turned backward time in its flight,” and to the young is built 
up the necessary foundation of experience for maturity, then at the 
time of my seeming rudeness, my grandmother was a radiant young 
spirit, while I was an old woman. 

I have felt that my grandmother used the channel that was avail- 
able to let me know she had heard my call. 
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CHAPTER XII 
PROPHECY AND HALLUCINATION 


IN AN account given by Dr. Hyslop in a number of the Journal of 
the American Society for Psychical Research, called ‘“‘ War Predictions 
through Mrs. Chenoweth, by James H. Hyslop,” in regard to a sitting 
held with Mrs. Chenoweth on September 7, 1914—one month after the 
outbreak of ‘‘ the Great War ”—the messages which came seemed to 
point to some sort of plan, forming in the realm of the unseen. 

Mrs. Chenoweth’s hand wrote: “ Fortifications reinforced and 
Paris safe from invasion.” Dr. Hyslop’s note follows: “‘ September 7, 
1914. There has been no definite news in the papers up to the time of 
the sitting about the safety of Paris. On the contrary, every one has 
been expecting a siege and a fall.” After this note, the account gives 
quite a lengthy communication from George Pelham, the entity who 
figured prominently in “ the Piper sittings.” He entered in the early 
days of those experiments, when much was coming in seeming con- 
fusion. Messages soon took on a more orderly tone, and he continued 
to be practically ‘‘ master of ceremonies.” George Pelham (pseudo- 
nym) was a young man who was a member of a prominent New York 
family, who met death suddenly by being thrown from his horse. He 
had known Dr. Hyslop and had been rather skeptical as to Dr. 
Hyslop’s psychical interest. The George Pelham communication, “ We 
are not being drawn into an effort which we cannot control, but as 
spiritual beings who have to do with the problems of life and death, 
we have an interest in the turmoil of the nations, and some very clear 
work may be done by some one brought here within a few days. One 
of the purposes we have had in keeping an active alliance with the 
interests of the world, is that we might be able to have an influence on 
leaders of thought over here. Thought is like a live coal that may be 
dropped into a mind, and set fire to slumbering passions, and if we 
may influence the leaders of thought, we may be able to have the right 
influence sent into the world instead of evil and selfish. One of our 
most interested friends is W. T. S. His plan is to get some of the foes 
of peace into contact with the better class of thinkers and, if possible, 
divert the attention until some new impulse be awakened. It was 

32 


PROPHECY AND HALLUCINATION 33 


exactly the same process by the friends in the case of the little girl 
who was here.” (Doubtless a reference to the Doris Fisher case.) 

“To supplant the ignorant, the foolish, the imperfect with a strong 
and wholesome influence with a definite purpose for unfoldment. It 
was W. T. S.’s plan to have some one of the rulers of the nations at war 
come here, to make a record of his opinion of what should be done, 
and in this way to really form a spirit congress which would be of. use 
to the world. You can see why he would ask W. E. G. to come and 
witness the effect. W. E. G. would not have the same measure as 
W. T. S., but because he has a mighty influence still on the affairs of 
the world, and his message to his friends here would instantly react on 
large numbers of groups in the material world—physical world. The 
overshadowing world of thought may transform the world of action.” 

Dr. Hystop: “ But, George, it would depend on their believing the 
message on this side.” 

GerorcE: ‘ You misunderstand. It is not to be a message to the 
nations, but to have a clear thought established in the minds of the 
leaders here. It is the masses who produce thought on the masses, and 
suppose W. E. G. talks to a mass of spirits—that mass of spirits in- 
stantly produce a powerful thought influence on the masses who are at 
war. Suppose the utter futility of the assault is so strongly impressed 
on the minds of the soldiers, that panic and fear control them instead 
of assurance of victory. You have an army fleeing in disorder, instead 
of attacking with desperate strength. It is the host of the Lord God 
Almighty marching with the cause of right, and the confusion of the 
hosts of evil.” 

Dr. Hystop: ‘‘ Was that given as a prophecy? ” 

GrEorGcE: “ Surely, and more is to come, but I do not wish to turn 
myself into a prophet. It is enough to be a psychical researcher with- 
out adding new luster to my fame. It was the intention to have this 
sitting for just this purpose, that you might understand where we were 
in this position.” 

In 1920, a volume was published by Boni and Liveright, New 
York, called The Best Psychic Stories. The book contains a chapter 
written by that very careful but sensible psychical researcher, Here- 
ward Carrington, called ‘‘ The Phantom Armies Seen in France.” I 
quote from it: “‘ History abounds in cases showing the apparent intru- 
sion of spiritual help in time of trouble, and in the annals of military 
history these accounts are not lacking. On several occasions the 
Crusaders thought they saw angelic hosts fighting for them—phantom 
horsemen, charging the enemy, when their own utter destruction 
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seemed imminent. In wars between the English and the Scotch, sev- 
eral such cases were cited, and the Napoleonic wars also furnished 
examples. But the most striking evidence of this character, because 
the newest, and supported apparently by a good deal of first hand and 
sincere testimony, is that afforded by the Phantom Armies seen in 
France, during the retreat of the British Army from Mons—the Field 
of Agincourt. Cut off by overwhelming numbers, and all but annihi- 
lated, the British Army fought desperately, but the 80,000 were 
opposed by 300,000 Germans, backed by a terrific fire of artillery, and 
were indeed in a critical position. They were saved, as we know, by 
the heroism of a small force of men—a rear guard—who were prac- 
tically wiped out in consequence. At the most critical moment came 
what appeared to be angelic assistance. The tide of battle seemed to 
be stemmed by supernatural means.” 

Mr. Carrington’s story continues: 

“Miss Phyllis Campbell, in the Occult Review of October, 1915, 
contributes this account, told by a wounded soldier, and verified by 
his companions. ‘ It’s true, sister,’ he said. ‘ We all saw it. First 
there was a sort of yellow mist like sort of risin’ before the Germans 
as they came on top of the hill—came on like a solid wall, they did— 
springing out of the earth just solid—no end to ’em. I just give up. 
No use fighting the whole German race, thinks I; it’s all up with us. 
The next minute comes this funny cloud of light, and when it clears 
off, there’s a tall man with yellow hair in a golden armor, on a white 
horse, holding his sword up and his mouth open as if he was saying, 
‘‘ Come on, boys.” We knew it was St. George. The Frenchies saw 
him, too—ask them, but they said it was St. Michael.’ ” 

Mr. Carrington gives the story of another soldier. I quote: 

“In a letter written to the Hon. Mrs. St. John Mildmay, by a sol- 
dier who actually witnessed these startling events, and published in 
the North American Review, August, 1915. He heard, or seemed to 
hear, thousands shouting St. George, St. George. As the soldier heard 
these voices, he saw before him, beyond the trench, a long line of 
shapes with a shining about them. They were like men who drew the 
bow, and with another shout their cloud of arrows flew singing through 
the air toward the German host. He gulped with astonishment—for 
indeed the gray men were falling by the thousands. In fact, there 
were ten thousand dead German soldiers left before that salient of the 
English army. In Germany, the general staff decided that the English 
must have employed turpinite shells, as no wounds were discernible on 
the bodies of the dead soldiers.” 
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Dr. Carrington continues: “ Much additional testimony of a like 
nature might be given, and has been collected by students of psychical 
research. If the spiritual world ever intervenes in matters mundane, 
it assuredly did so on this occasion. We only know what the soldiers 
themselves say; and we also know the undoubted effects upon the 
enemy. German prisoners, when questioned as to why they fell back, 
answered that ‘ it would have been suicide not to do so, with the hordes 
confronting them.’” It is a matter of history that five hundred years 
before the Great War the British Army, under Henry V., had fought 
on the Field of Agincourt. 

In February, 1923, the Rev. Vale Owen, of England, gave a most 
inspiring talk in Washington, on his psychic experiences. As a result, 
I sent him the copy of the A. S. P. R. Journal containing the account of 
George Pelham’s prophecy. In reply he wrote: ‘‘ Thank you for the 
S. P. R. Journal. The message through the hand of Mrs. Chenoweth 
certainly indicates operations on the part of spirit communicators on 
behalf of the Allies. In regard to the actual appearance of those who 
were present with our troops helping them, I have no doubt whatever. 
The so-called ‘ phantom armies ’ were themselves a fact to which many 
whom I have met can testify. I heard of many such apparitions, both 
of individuals and also of groups of visitants, who were seen quite 
plainly by our lads on the field of battle.” 

In a dingy room, in a noisy part of Twenty-third Street, in New 
York City, on the night of September 7, 1914, George Pelham had 
signified through the instrument, Mrs. Chenoweth, to his friend, Dr. 
Hyslop, that “‘ a powerful thought influence on the masses who are at 
war ” would be projected, and ‘‘ you have an army fleeing in disorder, 
instead of attacking with desperate strength.”’ Another message which 
came through on that night of September 7, 1914, was “ Conference of 
Powers—expected at once to consider war measure new to world and 
much conflict on passage of such measure.” ‘The “ Conference ”’ men- 
tioned evidently meant the one which did not take place until after the 
close of the war, and alas, we all know of the “ conflict’? which met 
this proposal, and the consequent tragedy. 

As we are told repeatedly that time and space mean nothing to 
those living in the higher rate of vibrations, this prospect of the meet- 
ing of “the powers” must have seemed nearer than its actual 
happening. 
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MEDIUMS I HAVE KNOWN 


“ This Truth is that which comforts the mourner, and binds up 
broken hearts; that which smooths the passage to the grave and 
robs death of its terrors; that which enlightens the atheist, and can- 
not but reform the vicious; that which cheers and encourages the 
virtuous amid all the trials and vicissitudes of life; and that which 
demonstrates to man his duty and his destiny, leaving it no longer 
vague and uncertain.”—JupcE EDMONDS. 
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CHAPTER XIII 
MRS. ROSE MILLER 


In 1907, I became a member of the American Society for Psychical 
Research. In 1905-6, I had belonged to the British Society. Member- 
ship in those societies supplied me with their publications, which I read 
with avidity, but it was not until 1922 that I sought to receive any 
communication from the higher world through an accredited instru- 
ment. I believed such experiences possible because perfectly reputable 
and sane persons had testified to the truth thereof. 

On April 5, 1922, I had my first sitting with Mrs. Rose Miller, of 
Washington, a medium with a fine reputation and great power. 

Mrs. Miller sits opposite her client in a room well lighted, and soon 
drops into trance. Then Minnie, the guide, a young Indian woman, 
manifests by greeting the sitter. Her personality is totally unlike Mrs. 
Miller’s, and she has a terrible time with the big words she is requested 
to transmit. Most of the messages are given this way, though if a 
communicator has made repeated visits Minnie will allow him or her, 
as a great favor, to speak direct. The history of her earth life is a sad 
one. For this first sitting I had substituted for a Miss S., who was 
unable to keep her appointment, and Mrs. Miller knew nothing about 
the change. The friends brought by Minnie that day had all passed 
away many years before and many miles from Washington. 

Later Mrs. Miller, Minnie and I became great friends. 

The first spirit who came was announced as ‘‘ Mary—passed out 
many years ago—your guiding spirit—grandmother—you very much 
like her.”” My grandmother, Mary Minton, passed from earth life in 
my early childhood, to whom I have been told I bear a great 
resemblance. 

Soon my father came—“ John,” with a very pertinent reference to 
a brother on this side, saying: “ Is it not strange that James with his 
brilliant mind, refuses to accept any evidence of the truth of the life 
hereafter, and yet he does believe in a hereafter. But there is no use 
trying to influence him about it.” 

My uncle is a man with a wonderfully keen mind, who refuses to 
discuss the subject in any way. 
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Although I was seeking my mother and had only her in my 
thoughts, she did not come until the sitting was nearly over—then it 
was to say that she was staying near the earth plane to be near those 
she loved, and in so doing was “‘ teaching backward spirits,” an asser- 
tion I have since received through other mediums. I consider this first 
sitting with Mrs. Miller quite remarkable, as I received much more 
that was evidential, and I was not in any way relaxed, but waited with 
strained expectancy and anxiety. The sitter has quite as important a 
place to fill as the medium. 

Eight months later I had my next sitting with Mrs. Miller. Again 
I went to fill an appointment made for someone else. Minnie brought 
the same personalities as on my first visit, and I felt quite sure that the 
medium had not remembered; nevertheless, that snake in the grass 
kept lifting its head and hissing—“ telepathy! ” 

Soon I began having periodical sittings with Mrs. Miller, and each 
time I came away feeling that I was coming closer to those supposed 
to be beyond “ the pearly gates.” 

One day I received a beautiful message purporting to come from 
William T. Stead, accompanied by “ Archie Butt.” ‘‘ That the passing 
of both had not been difficult—that as they rose from the waters and 
were met by loved ones it was as when Christ had said, ‘ Peace, be 
still "—the waters were calmed and they beheld a scene of beauty.” 

During my series of sittings I received the warning of two acci- 
dents, visualized for the future, and both occurred and brought consid- 
erable discomfort. The third prophecy, in regard to a person known 
to me only by reputation, transpired in just one year, and was most 
surprising. 

In the spring of 1923, Dr. Walter F. Prince had a sitting with Mrs. 
Miller. For obvious reasons, he was introduced as Dr. Brown. The 
letter written to me later should prove quite a feather in Minnie’s head- 
dress. I had sent him a message from Minnie, as she described him: 
“To that Dr. Brown who came here and writ and writ and writ.” I 
quote from his reply: “ I wonder if Mrs. Miller is the one whom I had 
a sitting with, away out in the edge of the city. If I were not so busy, 
I could look up the matter and see. The lady whom I sat with got 
some things for me, which interested me very much, including what 
could well be and probably were references to my wife. When I come 
to Washington again I hope to have sittings with such hopeful mediums 
as you may know of. Again thanking you, etc.” 

I asked Minnie how the spirits knew where to come to get into 
communication, and she told me that they see a light surrounding the 
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medium which serves as the beacon for their guidance. It is evident 
that the aura of a medium vibrates in some higher rate, causing a more 
brilliant light, or perhaps nearer the ultra violet. 

Not long ago Minnie left Mrs. Miller for over a year, announcing 
that her medium needed a rest. She returned at the appointed time. 
During the interim Mrs. Miller was unable to do any psychic work. 

Many of my friends and I have received great comfort through 
sittings with Mrs. Miller. 


CHAPTER XIV 
MISS HAZEL RIDLEY, OF BUFFALO 


IN January, 1925, a friend notified me that a celebrated voice 
medium was to hold a circle in a certain house in Washington, and 
that I might go if I desired. Although the conditions surrounding the 
medium were about as imperfect as could have been imposed, many 
good tests came through, and I became greatly interested in this form 
of mediumship. Miss Ridley seats herself, without darkness or cabi- 
net, and passes quietly and independently into trance. Soon a low 
whistling precedes the voices, very similar, I am told, to that which 
sometimes precedes a radio message. The same is often heard at 
trumpet séances. Dr. Wilson G. Bailey, of Camden, N. J., who experi- 
mented with this medium, filling her mouth with water and also with 
salt, found that the voices continued to come, though the mouth, lips, 
and tongue were not used. He punctured her arm, bringing blood, and 
she remained unconscious. He describes the processes of his experi- 
ments in his book, No, Not Dead. 

Miss Ridley has the most interesting Indian guide of all the con- 
trols I have met. He lived on earth over a hundred years ago, a mem- 
ber of the Sioux tribe. His name, “ Gray Wolf,” was given because as 
soon as the little papoose came into the world the squaw mother looked 
upon the gray wolf-skin which had been hung in the wigwam a few 
days before, and said, “‘ His name shall be Gray Wolf.” As soon as 
he reached manhood he wore the skin over his shoulders. He passed 
out of life on earth as the result of an accidental arrow shot while 
hunting with a comrade. Miss Ridley has a painting of her control 
done by an artist who sees clairvoyantly. In the portrait the wolf-skin 
is slung across Gray Wolf’s back, and on his head is the typical Indian 
feather adornment, which a charming and cultivated member of the 
Sioux tribe living in Washington has said is the typical Sioux head- 
dress. The artist knew nothing of his history. 

In the early days of Miss Ridley’s mediumship Gray Wolf spoke 
very brokenly, but as the years have gone on he has become proficient 
in English. Those who have had sittings over the period of these years 
remark on the change. A few Indian phrases may come through, and 
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if importuned to do so Gray Wolf will give a beautiful prayer or sup- 
plication to the Great Spirit in the Sioux language. 

I once asked a spirit friend how they managed to get through. 
This is his answer: ‘“‘ Gray Wolf stands back of the medium, and back 
of him stands her father. All spirits, as they advance, must give their 
names and then their reasons for desiring to come in touch with the 
sitter. We pass through what you would call an examination, and 
must show our credentials.”’ 

I questioned Miss Ridley’s father, with whom I have talked a 
number of times: ‘‘ Did you know of your daughter’s psychic power 
before you went over?” He said: “ No, and if I had I should have 
thought it the work of the devil. But it was not long after I came over 
here before I realized the gift my child had.” 

There are several other spirits in what is called “ Miss Ridley’s 
Band,” among them the child Pansy. Pansy, in earth life, had a most 
unflowery name, and has selected this romantic one for herself since 
going over. Miss Ridley knew the child before her passing. When 
Pansy comes into a circle it is a signal for excitement. She is a dread- 
ful little gossip and always says she has been warned not to talk too 
much. Many times, when she is verging very close to personal affairs, 
some one—doubtless Gray Wolf—shuts her off, in the middle of a sen- 
tence perhaps, just as suddenly as when a radio instrument is discon- 
nected. However, she is a most delightful little soul, and one of my 
“ great expectations ”’ is that I shall some day see her. 

I have been with Miss Ridley in various places when voices would 
begin without any trance condition, or volition on her part, much to 
her chagrin. A young brother has the same power and has been pun- 
ished in school for talking, although entirely innocent. 

A doctor has furnished me with a letter describing this condition, 
which I give: ans 


“On June 19, 1926, while treating Miss Hazel Ridley, in Washington, 
D. C., my attention was called to the fact that the sound of a voice whisper- 
ing was issuing from the region of her solar plexus. I placed my stethoscope 
over her solar plexus and distinctly heard the conversation, and the entity 
producing the voice was placed by me. Miss Ridley was not in trance and 
was laughing and talking at the same time. Later, however, she did go into 
trance and gave a number of evidential messages. (Signed) Dr. A. 
STEWART.” : 


) During my first private sitting with Miss Ridley, after talking with 
_ several of my dear ones, a voice, measured and impressive, said, “ I am 
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not going to give my name until I have finished.” (It is Gray Wolf’s 
policy that all communicators shall announce themselves by name 
first.) ‘‘ I want to explain as well as I can how we use this instrument. 
The messages are registered at the base of her brain, from there 
relayed to her solar plexus, from there relayed to her diaphragm, and 
from there broadcast something on the principle of the radio. This 
method is much easier for the spirit communicator, but harder on the 
medium than any other.’”’ Then I was quite startled when the voice 
said: ‘‘Why do you not write a book? ”—to which I answered, “ I 
have thought of doing so, but my experiences have been so personal. 
I felt others might not be interested.” The voice said, ‘‘ The name 
would mean something.” Immediately I sensed that the voice was 
fading, and said, ‘‘ But you have not yet given me your name.” There 
was a pause as though debating whether or no, and very slowly and 
firmly came, ‘‘ I am William James.” Since then I have had messages 
from William James, through four other mediums, ignorant of this 
experience, and in that way he suggested the name for this book, 
Death Unveiled. I had thought of a much more modest title—Enter- 
taining Angels Unawares—which would seem that the mediums did not 
get it telepathically from my mind. 

One woman, very deaf, having a sitting with Miss Ridley, was told 
by a communicator to place the end of her audiphone over the 
medium’s solar plexus. In doing so she heard the voices distinctly. 

Another sitter was told by his brother communicating, to place his 
hand on the medium’s solar plexus, where he would feel the vibrations 
of his voice, which proved correct. 

The voices coming through Miss Ridley differ in strength and man- 
nerism more than tone. It is as though different people played upon 
a wind instrument and the instrument kept its individuality of sound, 
but that there would be a great difference in the style of playing. 
Some register mere whispers, holding but a few seconds, while others 
can produce powerful and sustained discourses. ‘The manner and 
style of expressing is quite characteristic in most cases. I have heard 
conversations in French, German, and Greek, and have been told that 
even Yiddish has been spoken. My father, who was a fine German 
scholar, has frequently conversed in German with a certain sitter. I 
know for a certainty that this medium has never had an opportunity 
to study foreign languages. 

As an evidence that the voice comes from the entity claiming it, I 
think the case of Rex, the bulldog, is most convincing. Rex had be- 
longed to the uncle of the couple who had the experience. The first 
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time after the uncle’s passing that they visited Miss Ridley for a 
sitting, Rex was one of the party. He lay quietly sleeping until 
“Uncle Frank ” began to talk. Then he attempted to spring upon 
Miss Ridley, expressing the wildest joy, and it was only by force that 
he was kept from harming her. Nevertheless, after that Rex always 
came to have a talk with his master—it was surely ‘“ His Master’s 
Voice ”’! 

Miss Ridley has held many circles in my home, where hundreds of 
spirits have communicated and been recognized. Personally I cannot 
think of more than a half dozen friends in the spirit world who have 
not come to me through Miss Ridley. Many in the circles were not at 
first known to her—no introductions being made until later—and I 
have never known a sitter to fail in receiving some message, unless that 
sitter showed an antagonistic attitude. There are some people who 
cannot respond to the work of a medium any better than those who 
cannot respond to good music. Houdini was of this type. 

William T. Stead said through Miss Ridley, “ we can only come in 
on the vibrations. We cannot vibrate with everybody, nor under all 
conditions. The first time we come in is never as good as the tenth,” 
and Dr. Hyslop said: “There have been three spirits waiting day 
after day to communicate, and they are gradually being drawn into the 
vibrations, and will eventually get through.” 

My mother once admired a blue dress I was wearing. When I 
asked if she really saw it, she said, ‘‘ I see the color vibrations.” 

The most wonderful results came with the same group sitting 
periodically. I could tell of tests of memory put to the communicators 
by the sitters, and the spirits returning the tests by taxing the mem- 
ories of the sitters. 

Leslie Curnow, well known among British spiritualists and psychi- 
cal researchers, came through Miss Ridley within a month after his 
passing, but was only able to hold on a few seconds. Later he came 
many times with evidential messages. He requested that I should 
thank “‘ Sir Arthur for him, for his final tribute,” and it was only after 
receiving this that I learned ‘“‘ Sir Arthur ” had paid ‘“a final tribute.” 

One day at a circle L. C., as he announced himself, was talking, 
when someone said, ‘“‘ There have been many bouquets thrown at you, 
Mr. Curnow, since your passing.” I shall never forget the sad note 
which accompanied his answer when he said, ‘I wish I might have 
smelled their perfume while in the mortal body.”’ Oh! why do we wait 
to spread flowers until our friends are out of sight? 

A beautiful thought was embodied in an Indian message to an 
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Indian sitter—‘‘ From the rising of the dawn, ’till the setting of the 
sun, I am with you.” 

Interesting examples of mannerisms and results of early teaching 
have been displayed in the communications of some dear colored 
people. 

Young Elva, niece of my cook, came, saying—‘‘ Do you mind 
having me come? It seems sort of mean for me to be sneaking around, 
trying to get in. I haven’t had any bread and honey yet, like the 
song says.” 

The grandfather of my maid came, saying—‘ Tell my grand- 
daughter to always live by Christ’s teachings, and not to be afraid of 
ghosts. I haven’t played on no harp yet.” ‘This was the same spirit 
who was seen always near my maid, by Mrs. Hughes, Baltimore 
medium, and described as a colored man with snow white hair. When 
I asked my maid if she ever had a relative answering to that descrip- 
tion, she said, “‘ My grandfather lived to be almost a hundred, and his 
hair was as white as my apron.” My old Elizabeth has come through 
repeatedly with typical characteristics, and she materialized perfectly 
at a séance. 

Old Ella attempted to communicate, but with such gasping and 
evident fear that I felt sorry for her. She kept repeating that she had 
“never done this before ’—that she “ did not know how to do it ”— 
and after a few seconds said, ‘‘ Good-bye,” and slipped into the silence. 

The most interesting of the colored visitors was the old mammy 
who had lived in four generations of the family of the sitter. My 
friend had a private sitting with Miss Ridley, on the morning before 
a circle was to be held, during which she asked the old mammy if she 
knew what inscription had been placed on her memorial. The old 
woman did not know, and my friend told her to find out and tell her 
during the circle to be held later. That evening mammy returned, true 
to life, giving family pet names and intimate incidents covering the 
many years spent with the white folks she loved. When asked about. 
the inscription she said, “‘ Miss Pensie had told her it was ‘ Semper ’— 
but I done forgot the other, but it means being fine.” A pretty good © 
argument against telepathy governing this demonstration, as my friend 
knew perfectly well that the other word was “ fidelis.” Mammy 
rambled on and seemed to be enjoying herself immensely, especially 
discoursing on the splendor of her funeral, the flowers, the ministers, 
and the people in attendance, saying she ‘‘ knew she died” and “ how 
could she be talking this way?” She said she ‘“‘ often saw her white 
folks, though she did not live in the same Hemisphere,’ when a sudden 
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twinge of conscience and a reversion to earth teachings seized her, and 
she said—“ I isn’t so sure Miss Baby that the Lord would want me to 
do this.”’ Our consciences seem to be the only troublesome things that 
we carry over. 

For interest, little Bobbie made a very close second to old mammy. 
He never failed to come when his parents were present, and his childish 
conversation showed that he was perfectly aware of the happenings in 
the home circle. On each visit he would give a vivid description of the 
way spirit children were taught, and recite little verses he had learned 
in school. He followed mammy on this particular evening, when his 
childish sayings were taken down in shorthand. He came in singing 
new words to the tune of “‘ Yankee Doodle,” and his mother said she 
had vivid recollections of her father amusing his children by making 
up strange verses to sing to the tune of ‘‘ Yankee Doodle.” 

BossieE: “1 am just fine. Grandpa and Aunt Roxie are standing 
here. How is Dickie? (his brother). Here is a nice colored lady 
(Mammy). I don’t know her but she said ‘ That is a nice little man.’ 
I am never very far away. Say, papa, what an awful hole that was in 
your sock (true). I get 94 in everything. When I was on the earth 
grandpa said little boys should be seen and not heard. I said to 
grandpa, did God have a wife? and he said, ‘ No—little boys should 
be seen and not heard.’ Say, do you know there is a parrot here? ” 
These sentences were interspersed with questions by his parents. He 
was asked to give some of the verses he had learned. The result would 
point to the fact that spirit children are very like those on earth: 


“There were little grains upon the beach, 
Everywhere you look; 
And when we took those little grains, 
We made a little book. 
And when the book was all complete 
We knew that we had done a feat.” 


“ Little children are bringing roses 
To the Father, who will lead us on our way. 
He has built up a chain of little children; 
And when the Father finishes He will have 
One grand long chain of loveliness.” 


“Little seeds of kindness that we send from above, 
May bring us little children, telling of God’s sweet love.” 


Then he lapsed into lighter vein and asked a conundrum: 
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“ There was an old woman, and she had so many hens she didn’t 
know what to do, so she said, ‘I will sell them all but one.’ How 
many chickens can that one have? ” 


He did not answer this for us. 


One evening, while attending a lecture with Miss Ridley, I saw her | 
made very uncomfortable when Bobbie began talking through her 
organism and insisting that he wanted to “talk to his papa and 
mamma” who sat near. Two years later Bobbie came through Miss 
Ridley, showing such development as would naturally come to an 
earth-child in that space of time—saying he did “ not recite jingles any 
more,” but told some very clever jokes, and that he is “ now getting 
99 and 100 in his lessons.” 

One of our frequent sitters, a brilliant woman, internationally 
known, pronounced Mammy and Bobbie the best communicators she 
had heard during her many years of investigating. I agree with this 
judgment, and would add the “ Senator,” whose personality was so 
typical that not only his family but old friends recognized the man who 
had once been such a power in the United States Senate. I heard his 
daughter ask him a question that caused him to laugh for fully five 
minutes. He could not speak for laughing. His daughter said that 
she had known him to laugh that way during earth life until the tears 
would roll down his cheeks. He would discourse on present-day 
politics, and compose epigrams. One evening he disguised his person- 
ality, so much so that his daughter did not recognize him at first. His 
conversation was taken in shorthand, but not that of the sitters: “I 
thought I was going to fool you—It looks bad for you not to know 
your relatives—lIt is a good thing not to know everything—How are 
you ‘ W,’ (to one of the circle). This is a great place to keep well. I 
have found out you do not have to be careful. It is a very nice 
place altogether. I am much interested to know what is going 
to take place before 1928. You people are not paying enough 
attention to the preliminaries—life everlasting—What a noble change 
—Fourth dimension. When I am working I am not with my daughter. 
I can always get her thought. Her thoughts vibrate to me. (To Mr. 
W.)—lIf you just gave me a casual thought I would get it. That girl 
of mine is always thinking of comfort. (Comfort of others.) I am 
taking up the whole evening. I always think I am on the floor again.” 

“You will find that the name Roosevelt is going to figure in the 
next election.” 

One day he said, “I like this little girl. (The medium.) I have 
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girls of my own and [ like girls. Poor little thing—she is standing 
outside of her body, and looks as though she weighs about forty 
pounds. Do you people realize how much you keep her away from 
the sunshine? ” 

Flowers are an aid to good results in psychic phenomena, and now 
that scientists have informed us that they throw out the ultra-violet 
ray we can imagine that there is a scientific as well as sentimental 
reason. I always made a practice of having them near the medium. 
One evening I had placed a vase holding some beautiful red carnations, 
which I learned later were favorite flowers with the Senator. When 
he came he said, ‘‘Are not those flowers beautiful? I will touch one 
and you will know which one.” After the circle one was drooping 
while the others remained perfectly fresh. 

Dr. R. J. Tillyard, F. R. S., has written in regard to the famous 
“Walter ” personality, brother of Margery (Mrs. Crandon): ‘‘ Walter 
shows that he has the power of smell,” and my mother told me that 
“ Spirits sense the perfume of flowers, before decay sets in, but that 
they do not get the odor of decay.” Evidently death finds no recog- 
nition in the ‘‘ Fourth Dimension.” 

The state of the weather has a great influence on psychic phe- 
nomena. An electric storm brewing or present has a disastrous effect. 
I had a very uncomfortable experience during a thunderstorm, when 
Miss Ridley in trance showed painful reactions, and I welcomed the 
presence of a popular physician, who was instructed by Gray Wolf to 
place the index finger of his right hand at the base of the medium’s 
brain. We were also told to lower the lights. She came out of the 
trance, and the only result seemed to be a bit of exhaustion. 

I could fill a book with evidence which has come through Miss 
Ridley, but so much of it is personal that I do not feel privileged 
to do so. 

Miss Ridley has been investigated by scientists in England and the 
United States, and the very type of her mediumship precludes any 
suggestion of fraud. 

A good collection of psychic books has been presented to the 
library of the Lily Dale Spiritualist Camp, in New York State, in 
memory of “ Gray Wolf.” 


CHAPTER XV 
MISS ADA BESSENET 


In Washington, in the home of a friend, I had the opportunity of 
having one sitting with Miss Ada Bessenet, of Toledo, Ohio, on whose 
right sat Hereward Carrington, ready to detect any movement toward 
possible fraud on the part of the medium, in a room totally dark. The 
usual lights floated near the ceiling, tamborine and trumpet performed 
special feats, too far from any of the sitters to have been guided by 
human hands. Beautiful solos and duets, male and female voices 
came in the air, and materializations were formed. I thought I caught 
in a flash as quick as lightning my mother’s face, like a cameo, and 
then a friend materialized so perfectly that some brown spots on her 
left cheek were visible. I was not the only person in the circle of eight 
who received this sort of demonstration. The appearance of an ex- 
quisite little figure, about fourteen inches in height, with flowing 
draperies, dancing on the table between Dr. Carrington and myself, as 
we sat facing each other on opposite sides of the table, interested me 
more than the other phenomena, because more unusual. Perhaps we 
saw this figure, dancing to the rhythmic strains played upon a Victrola, 
and carrying her own light, with distorted vision, as though looking 
through the wrong end of an opera glass, picturing objects in minia- 
ture, as she was a perfectly normal woman, except as to size. Or we 
might have had a demonstration of a psychic picture transmitted by 
“ distant electric modulation of light,” as in radio-vision. Or she may 
have willed by mental force to materialize to appear small. We are 
told that in materializations the spirits manifest according to the 
strength of thought they are able to command to perform the feat, 
which accounts for the fact that some are not as tall, or short, or thin, 
or stout, or beautiful, as the sitters demand. 

A chemically prepared plate had been placed on the table in front 
of Dr. Carrington, and I was told that it registered light, but not the 
figure. Each materialization carried its own light. 
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CHAPTER XVI 
GEORGE VALIANTINE 


I was privileged to attend several circles with George Valiantine in 
the home of a friend. Much of interest came through, but as Mr. 
Valiantine was undergoing a severe test while in Washington with 
someone anxious to get in touch with Abdul Baha, the power was not 
as strong as usual with this medium. I was told that messages finally 
came from the great teacher, which were registered on a dictaphone 
and afterward translated and found to be ancient Persian. 

During my sittings one of the strongest and most explicit messages 
of my psychic experiences came through, though my own friends could 
only communicate by whispers. This spirit called himself Judge 
Julius M. Meyer. He said he had been Judge of the Federal Court 
of New York City. Then he gave the names and addresses of two 
sisters, a niece, a brother and a former partner, after which he re- 
quested that someone write to a certain sister—‘‘ Tell them that I am 
alive. I have sent this message before, but they paid no attention to 
it.’ When Judge Meyer finished speaking, Dr. Barnett, Valiantine’s 
chief control, startled me by saying in his powerful voice: “ Mrs. F., 
will you do this?” A few days later I wrote a very full account of the 
experience and sent it to the name and address which had been given 
by Judge Meyer, placing my name and address on the outside of 
the envelope, to be returned to me if not delivered in eight days. 
My letter has never been returned, nor have I ever received an 
acknowledgment. 

Another sitter had a more satisfactory experience. Importuned ‘es 
a spirit to write to a certain name and address in California, the 
answer came, verifying all the facts told by the communicator. The 
latest work of Mr. Valiantine, which has created great interest in 
psychic circles, is that of cross-correspondence with the mediums, 
Margery in Boston, Valiantine in New York (250 miles); Dr. Henry 
Hardwicke in Niagara Falls (450 miles), and Mrs. Sarah Litzelman in 
Ogonquit, Maine (60 miles )—all directed by Margery’s famous “ Wal- 
ter’ control, he having become associated with the Chinese controls 
of George Valiantine. There have been many successful experiments 
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consummated through these mediums in the past year. The trial of 
March 3, 1928, resulted in Valiantine getting the letters C A, Hard- 
wicke M, and Margery E L, with Dr. Hardwicke perceiving a camel 
about two feet high plowing along in the sand. A sealed card had been 
selected by one of the sitters, in the absence of Margery, and unseen 
by any one, which when produced after the experiment was found to 
carry an advertisement for Camel cigarettes. All impressions were 
received in the space of a few minutes. 

Margery has written rapidly in Chinese dictated by one of Valian- 
tine’s controls. I have some very remarkable records for the Victrola, 
made under test conditions while Mr. Valiantine was in England, in 
Chinese, Hindustani, American-Indian, and English, including one 
from Dr. Barnett, the control. 

“Honey ”—a darling little thing, is the child in Mr. Valiantine’s 
band. She gets quite excited over dolls and toys, and especially “ boo 
bloons ” (blue balloons), and I have known her to carry one around 
the circle, touching each person with it. 

In dark trumpet séances a frequent phenomenon is the wafting of 
cool breezes about the room, seemingly charged with ozone, when the 
atmosphere has become devitalized. 

It is a matter of speculation why some mediums must produce the 
voice phenomenon through trumpets. There seems to be a scientific 
reason to confine the power in darkness and small space, just as a 
cabinet for a materializing medium is used for the same purpose. 


CHAPTER XVII 
MRS. ETTA WRIEDT 


IT wAS my privilege to take part in a curtailed séance given in a 
private home with Mrs. Etta Wriedt, of Detroit, who has spent many 
years in England and probably is more famous there than in her own 
country, the United States. Mrs. Wriedt works with a trumpet in 
darkness, does not go in trance, and can often be heard speaking at 
the same time as a spirit voice. Several were present who had taken 
part in the continued sittings with Miss Ridley, and many of the same 
spirit personalities came. At this circle only one sitter failed to receive 
an evidential message, and that I feel sure was on account of the 
séance ending suddenly and unexpectedly. I was fortunate to receive 
in the early evening a message from my father and a friend who had 
manifested through another medium. Miss Ridley’s Pansy arrived 
with her usual animation, saying she “‘ Belonged to Hazel, the shut-eye 
medium.” She gave every evidence of knowing something of the 
affairs of the sitters, and questioned Mrs. Wriedt about some jewelry 
she had lost several years before, and I heard her ask one of the sit- 
ters, ‘‘ What was the matter with her beads?” The lady answered 
that ‘“‘ they were in her handbag; that she had broken them as she got 
into the auto to come to the meeting.” I asked Dr. Sharp, Mrs. 
Wriedt’s control, if he could explain the processes which produced the 
little figure dancing at Miss Bessenet’s séance, and he answered that 
“it was probably an effect of vision ’—our spirit friends are not 
omnipotent—even the controls. 

The séance was going beautifully when one of the sitters acci- 
dentally knocked an ornament from a table onto the floor, with a crash 
that shattered the nerves of the mortal participants, and what it did to 
the spirit communicators can be judged by what happened. All phe- 
nomena ceased “in the twinkling of an eye.” Sudden discordant 
sounds are almost always fatal to results. We had several expositions 
of this fact during Miss Ridley’s work. 

One day the telephone bell rang while a spirit was talking to one of 
the sitters. The old lady asked, “ My! What was that?” and when 
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told that it was the telephone, said, “ Well, I am glad I passed out of 
the mortal body before that was invented. Isn’t it dreadful? ” 

Later I asked a spirit what effect the ringing of the telephone had 
upon them while they were in earth vibrations, and he said: “ Just the 
same as if someone picked up a brick and hit you in the back of 
the head.” 

I was obliged to have the telephone removed from the room where 
our investigations were held, as it seemed so annoying to the spirit 
communicators. When we realize the confused sounds and mixed 
vibrations continuously traveling through the atmosphere of our cities, 
it would seem that only our mountain-tops would yield any psychic 
results. Dr. Hyslop once said to me through Mrs. Miller, “If you 
could realize our difficulties you would wonder that anything ever 
came through.” 


CHAPTER XVIII 
WILLIAM CARTHEUSER 


I HAVE had one very remarkable sitting with William Cartheuser, 
who is now giving much of his time and power to a committee of 
psychic researchers in New York City. Mr. Cartheuser has a defect 
of speech which entirely eliminates any suggestion of impersonation 
on his part. His work is done in a dark room with a trumpet. During 
this circle, which was composed of mutual friends, all welcomed spirit 
visitors. My father manipulated the trumpet longer than any spirit I 
have ever heard. He gave the names of several spirit friends who were 
present, among them William James. I was surprised at his tenacity, 
as he had come only once through Mr. Valiantine, and then in a whis- 
per of a few seconds. Later William James spoke, and before he left, 
said, “ In one minute you will hear the clock strike four.”’ We had 
entered the séance room at two o’clock and in a perfectly dark room all 
sense of time seems to depart. One of the sitters counted sixty, and 
at that moment the clock in another room struck “‘ four.” 

Gray Wolf’s brother, “‘ Lone Wolf,” came to this circle, but spoke 
so brokenly that it was difficult to understand him. I believe that 
Gray Wolf induces him to come into earth vibrations occasionally as 
an education—just as we are told little children are brought into con- 
tact with the mortal atmosphere for a certain development which 
cannot be acquired in the spirit world. 

Quite a number of mediums have child spirits as part of their band. 
It would seem that those who direct the proceedings from the spirit 
side often send these children in to relieve what would otherwise be a 
tension. Mr. Cartheuser has the irresistible child “ Elsie.” 
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CHAPTER XIX 
DELL HERRICK; JOHN CARROLL 


ANOTHER interesting trumpet séance was one given by Mr. Dell 
Herrick, of California. I was told that evidence of Mr. Herrick’s 
mediumship began in childhood, and although he is now an old man 
he still has great power. His work is done in trance, in darkness, and 
while he is held on each side by two of the sitters. During this circle, 
several friends came to me who had never manifested before. Singing 
in different voices, advice from an “ Indian Medicine Man,” and the 
playing of a guitar were part of the phenomena. I had the thrilling 
experience of hearing “‘ Gray Wolf,’’ Miss Ridley’s control, talk with 
her, instead of through her, at this circle. 

Mr. Carroll, of Buffalo, gave a satisfactory trumpet séance in my 
home. He is not always in a state of trance, but he is always con- 
trolled by one of the sitters. The circle was a large one and composed 
of my personal friends. Many received evidential messages. ‘The 
trumpet, illuminated, floated over the heads of the sitters, occasionally 
tapping one on the head. Two music boxes and my father’s guitar 
were carried around the circle, being played upon during the demon- 
stration. Two voices speaking through two trumpets simultaneously, 
on opposite sides of the room, one in masculine broad Scotch, and the 
other a gentle feminine, were among the phenomena produced. Wil- 
liam James communicated through this medium. 


CHAPTER XX 
JOHN SLATER 


JoHN SLATER, I believe, claims California as home, though the 
demands upon his time seem to give him very little leisure there. In 
his psychic work we find demonstrated an entirely different form of 
mediumship from the trumpet, voice, or materialization. It is pri- 
marily platform work, and the written and sealed questions are 
answered with almost the precision and rapidity of a machine-gun. 
I suppose, during Mr. Slater’s long service, that he has answered thou- 
sands of questions, and those which it has been my privilege to wit- 
ness have never missed the mark. 

On August 3, 1926, I had written and sealed a question to a person 
I had only known by reputation, and about something I was interested 
in locating. Mr. Slater first gave a marvelous lecture in trance—an 
uncle his control. Coming out of trance, he said without touching the 
questions: ‘‘ There is a woman here, Mrs. Sparling (Starling, I cor- 
rected). She went out of life very much disturbed about earth con- 
ditions. She says she does not want to answer your question here. 
She will do it when you are alone.” Later, when Mr. Slater drew my 
sealed question from the basket, he said, “‘ My guide tells me I have 
already answered this question.” I had written the question at home 
and placed it in the basket, and Mr. Slater had not touched it until he 
picked it out to answer. I learned later that it was much wiser the 
question should be answered in private. 

In August, 1927, I sent a sealed question to a friend who was to be 
near Mr. Slater. The question was written to my father, and this is 
my friend’s account of what happened: 

“‘T took your question from in front of your picture, and rushed to 
John Slater, almost too late to get in. John Slater walked in, gave 
this message and never went near the table. He said, ‘ Here is a spirit 
man, who is so concerned about his child. He repeats, I am so con- 
cerned about my child. Will you speak for me? I am John B. Paine. 
Send this to my little girl. I am at her side constantly.’” Then a 
most pertinent message was given, after which my father said—‘ Will 
you send this word to my little girl?” My friend continues—“ He 
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never did touch the envelope. He simply scooped it up with all the 
others and threw them away. Well, I think it was wonderful! ” 

Mr. Slater quite frequently answers the questions without touching 
them, or at times will answer a mental question, but in this interesting 
case I describe I was miles away from the scene of operations. He has 
demonstrated his power before crowned heads and personages of 
state, as well as the lowlier. 


CHAPTER XXI 
MRS. ELIZABETH ALLEN TOMSON 
MATERIALIZATION 


Mrs. Tomson was the only daughter of Major William H. Shook, 
Commander of the Post at Henderson, Kentucky, during the Civil 
War. Mrs. Tomson’s mother was the daughter of*Hon-Selmon-P. 
-uaase> a member of President Lincoln’s cabinet. At one time during 
the Major’s stay in Washington, Secretary Chase invited him, at the 
request of President Lincoln, to attend a séance which was to take 
place in the White House, with Miss Nettie Coburn, a young psychic 
of note, at that time. The Major laughingly declined the invitation, 
saying he had “little use for spirits, bottled or otherwise.” It may 
not be generally known that Mrs. Lincoln was a confirmed believer in 
spiritual phenomena, and that in consequence President Lincoln 
attended the séances given in the White House, and was much im- 
pressed with those held during the Civil War, when instructions were 
offered and predictions made in regard to military affairs. 

The Major passed suddenly out of life after the war, when his 
daughter, with whom he had been a great pal, was fifteen years of age. 
About a year after his passing, Mrs. Shook was induced to visit a 
psychic, where she received such proof of her husband’s personality 
that she sent for her daughter, who was visiting in New Orleans, to 
come and be also convinced. The psychic at this meeting was the 
sheriff of the county in which the séance was held. The Major told 
his daughter he had met President Lincoln and Secretary Chase, and 
they had said: “ Well, Major, what do you think now of this thing? ” 
and that he had been obliged to say, ‘‘All you told me in Washington is 
true. Thank God, gentlemen, there is no death! ” He also told his 
daughter that he would manifest through her, and together they would 
open the way for others to receive this great truth and comfort, and 
so began the work which has for thirty-eight years taken Mrs. Tomson 
all over the world, where in her own words, “‘ She has been received 
and praised by thousands, and condemned by some—the fate of all in 
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public life, especially those who are endeavoring to bring a new and 
great truth to the world.” 

Mrs. E. T. Tomson, «f Cricv* should not be confused with 
another Mrs. Thomson whose work is not considered up to the 
standard. 

Perhaps the most startling psychic phenomena is materialization. 

Mrs. Tomson gave four séances in my home under test conditions. 
During the four, there were fifty or more complete materializations. 
Each circle consisted of between twenty-five and thirty of the most 
level-headed and intellectual people of Washington. 

Upon Mrs. Tomson’s arrival, she was taken to an upper room, 
where, in the presence of six of my women friends, she disrobed and 
donned a dark purple kimono and black slippers, of my providing. 
Her hands were held, upon her request, by two witnesses of the dis- 
robing, by whom she was led and placed in a chair in the cabinet of 
my making, which consisted of a plank nailed across the corner of my 
dining-room, upon which were draped portieres. This was high enough 
to permit tall figures’ entrance and egress, and was examined each 
evening by six men present, and pronounced harmless. A son of Mrs. 
Tomson presided over a Victrola placed on the far side of the room. 
The music selected was of the better class, and the blue electric light 
was sufficient to make everything in the room discernible. 

As a sample of the indignities to which some mediums are sub- 
jected by those posing as scientific investigators, Mrs. Tomson once 
went to a home in England to give a séance, whereupon she was met 
by the maid, who escorted her to the bath-room, where a scorching hot 
bath was waiting, which she was requested to enter—for the obvious 
purpose of melting whatever wax receptacle she had about her person, 
wherein were supposed to be hidden the paraphernalia with which she 
produced her manifestations. 

Dr. Hyslop once said to me, from the spirit side—‘“ It is criminal 
the way the world treats its mediums. Nature has fashioned in a 
medium an instrument more delicate than any ever made by man. 
The careless people of the world can ruin the delicate instrument—but 
the day will come when the world will guard its mediums.” 

Words fail when I attempt to describe the perceptible thrill which 
ran through the circle when the first figure, one of the guides material- 
ized, parted the curtains and stepped outside in shimmering white. At 
a later circle this spirit, a Hindu, dematerialized outside the cabinet. 

Occasionally during the four evenings the powerful voice of Major 
Shook was heard, giving some instructions or information, and I can 
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imagine just how he gave his military orders while in the mortal body. 
After the appearance of the Hindu there followed a series of mani- 
festations, bewildering to behold. 

When I was called to the cabinet my father stood before me, un- 
mistakable in face and figure, saying, “ God bless my child.” My old 
servant, Elizabeth, next, saying—‘“‘ How is all the folks? Give my 
love to all the folks,”’ and when I spoke her name she stood before me 
as though in her earth body. My mother threw her ectoplasmic drap- 
ery about me, and I could feel that the texture was not of a fabric 
made by mortal looms. 

In our third séance we had an example of the harm which may 
come to a medium through ignorance. 

A woman supposedly conversant with psychic phenomena became 
hysterical when a beautiful figure glided out of the cabinet toward her. 
She screamed, and instantly the figure vanished. Almost immediately 
we heard Mrs. Tomson groan, and a moment later she staggered out of 
the cabinet, in a state of collapse. It was over an hour before she had 
recovered sufficiently to be taken home. Such a shock has been known 
to send the spirit of a medium into eternity. We can only speculate 
as to the cause of the reaction on the medium, but we do know from 
photographs and clairvoyant sight that an element carrying presum- 
ably electrical power exudes from the medium during these manifesta- 
tions, and that some sitters are drawn upon for more power, by which 
these effigies are built up, by the spirits themselves, and that if the 
thought force of the spirit is powerful enough they can move and 
speak for a precious few seconds. 

Mr. Dennis Bradley tells in one of his books of a shock of this 
kind, suffered by George Valiantine while demonstrating in his 
home, whereby the medium was prostrated for several days, and the 
suddenly indrawn ectoplasm left black and blue spots in its trail, on 
Mr. Valiantine’s body. 

I have wondered, in watching a spider spin its web, if we are not 
witnessing an humble demonstration of ectoplasmic drapery. 

During the fourth and last séance a figure materialized for me, 
which for a few minutes puzzled me. He stood quietly stroking his 
beard and looking at me with very earnest and very blue eyes. (I 
spoke of the blue eyes later to a number of friends.) Someone said, 
“Ts it Dr. Hyslop? ” and the head moved in the negative. When the 
figure said, “‘ Write it,” I exclaimed, ‘“‘ William James,” and he nodded 
assent and disappeared. I had never seen William James in the mortal 
body, and had no notion as to his coloring—but about six months later, 
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while reading The Letters of William James, I came across this de- 
scription, on page 25—“ In talking, he gesticulated very little, but his 
face and voice were unusually expressive. His eyes were of that not 
very dark shade, whose depth and color changes with alterations of 
mood. Mrs. Henry Whitman, who knew him well and painted his 
portrait, called them irascible blue eyes.” Later I procured a picture 
of William James and found that the materialization had been perfect. 

Among the interesting materializations was a small figure which 
stood before us, throwing about herself yards and yards of ectoplasmic 
gauze, until she was entirely enveloped in it. Another fascinating 
apparition was the small figure, holding a tiny baby in her arms, and 
saying, “‘ We take care of such as these.” 

Mrs. Tomson is taller and larger than the ordinary woman, and a 
decided brunette. One young widow was taken into the cabinet, and 
the curtains closed. There she saw Mrs. Tomson sitting in the chair, 
and her husband standing before her. She conversed with him, until 
he said, ‘‘ The time is up.” He kissed her on the mouth, and his lips 
were warm. He then held the curtains apart for her to pass out. 

Bobbie followed his mother and father for a few steps as they 
returned to their chairs, saying, “‘ I am a big boy now,” then quickly 
ran back into the cabinet. 

Bobbie’s mother has written this account: 


“ Saturday evening, October 30, 1926, is a date I shall long remember. 
On this occasion, while others were enjoying Hallowe’en festivities, it was 
my great privilege to be of a group of friends assembled at the home of Mrs. 
F. for the purpose of holding a spiritual materializing séance. Mrs. E. A. 
Tomson, of Chicago, was the medium. Six of the ladies present, including 
myself, were asked to go to a room on an upper floor, where Mrs. Tomson 
would prepare herself for the séance. In our presence she removed all her 
clothing and attired herself in a bath robe and slippers furnished by Mrs. F. 
Thus attired, we led her to the séance room where other friends were gath- 
ered. One corner had been curtained off by Mrs. F.—to serve as a cabinet 
for the medium. When we had reached the séance room the medium immedi- 
ately entered the cabinet and seated herself on a chair placed therein for that 
purpose. All the lights were extinguished except one pale blue light, which 
gave the effect of pale moonlight in the room. After we had repeated the 
Lord’s Prayer in unison, and a selection or two played on the Victrola, the 
curtains of the improvised cabinet opened and a graceful human-like form, 
shrouded in a pure white veil-like material, appeared before the cabinet. It 
vanished and almost immediately my husband and I were led to the cabinet. 
As soon as we reached it the curtains opened again and my sister, R. V. W., 
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who had departed from this life nineteen years ago, appeared before the 
cabinet. There can be no mistake of the identity, as the facial features were 
very distinct, and we both recognized them readily. Marvelous as this was, 
we soon experienced a scene never to be forgotten, for R. V. W. held back 
the curtains and said, ‘ See, sister, there is Mrs. Tomson and here am I.’ 
With my own eyes I saw the medium in a deep trance, seated in the chair in 
the corner of the cabinet, still attired as we had led her to the room, and 
standing some three or four feet from her was my beloved sister speaking to 
me. Later in the evening a voice from the cabinet called the given name of 
my husband’s mother several times. Soon the curtains parted and a spirit 
form appeared before the cabinet and called my husband’s given name. Both 
of these names are very unusual, and I am sure that no one present in the 
circle knew either name. ‘The spirit form glided across the room toward the 
chair where my husband was seated and spoke to him. The features were 
quite distinct, although not as clear as were my sister’s, but considering the 
manner, words and actions of the spirit, and the calling of these unusual 
names, I consider quite evidential of the spirit return of my husband’s 
mother. (Signed) S. V. M.” 


In the September, 1922, issue of the Scientific American one James 
Black was guilty of an article under the name, “‘ Ectoplasm and Ecto- 
plasm Fakirs.” His concluding paragraph reads: ‘“‘ Ectoplasm, the 
foundation of present-day spiritism being fraudulent, one should see 
the superstructure fall of its own weight, but it will not. The spiritist 
loves his idol. Its foot may be of clay, but its head is ectoplasm, so do 
not shatter or dissolve it. The will to believe is what keeps the whole 
fraudulent business in vogue—not the evidence, for there is none that 
can withstand critical analysis.”” Here is a sample of what Professor 
Bozzano, of Italy, calls “The easy chair critic.” Even the most 
casual investigator knows that ectoplasm has been handled, smelled, 
photographed and reduced in the laboratory to its component chemical 
parts. There are extant photographs of several physical mediums, 
taken in scientific laboratories, with the ectoplasm exuding from them. 
The latest and most remarkable being those of “ Margery,” appearing 
in the Proceedings of the American Society for Psychical Research, for 
the years 1925-26 and 1926-27. 

The magazine, Reason, published in Los Angeles, California, car- 
ried in one of its 1927 numbers a description of the process of ma- 
terialization, as observed clairvoyantly and clairaudiently, by one of 
California’s most noted mediums: ‘‘ There were three spirit chemists 
present in the cabinet. Then appeared a band of light bluish gray 
vibrations, resembling heat waves, passing around the circle and into 


64 DEATH UNVEILED 


the cabinet. This seemed to be placed at the back of the head and 
neck of the medium. Then a white substance began to emanate from 
chin, throat and chest of the medium. It seemed tangible, and was 
put over the spirit to be clothed, by one of the chemists. All the time 
he was doing this he was saying in a firm positive voice, ‘ Think your 
features—Think your face—Think your eyes—Think your form as 
you were on earth—Think positive.’ As the spirit thought these things 
a form gradually built up over it. Some spirits failed to materialize.” 

To any one who has seen a complete materialization, this descrip- 
tion of the process would seem to be logical—but what about the dog 
that materialized during one of Mrs. Tomson’s séances and was recog- 
nized by a young lady present as a former pet—or the baby held so 
tenderly in the arms of the little figure, who claimed to be one of its 
protectors? Possibly these phases of materialization are governed by 
the concentrated thought force of the spirits present. Perhaps when 
the chemical elements 85 and 87 are discovered we may know more 
about it. 


Note.—Each morning after these séances there was a perceptible odor in 
the room in which they had been held, which had been closed for the night. 
I can only describe it as a combination of mineral and vegetable—perhaps 
like brimstone and mould. 


CHAPTER XXII 
PIERRE KEELER 
SLATE WRITING 


Mr. KEELER’s work consists of what is misleadingly called “ Slate 
Writing.” The writing does not appear upon slates, but upon blank 
cards placed between two slates, with about one-half inch of lead from 
a pencil. The space between the slates allows the manipulation of the 
lead in darkness. 

Mr. Keeler sits by a window where the light streams in upon him. 
A small table is in front of him. The sitter is placed opposite, near 
an open door leading to a well-lighted dining-room. Doors leading to 
a reception room and porch stand open. I am describing the setting of 
my two experiences, which were in the summer time, and a year apart. 

Upon my first visit, as I entered, I met an old lady leaving, and 
clasping to her heart one of the cards, with the most ecstatic expression 
I have ever seen on a human being. Surely that card carried balm for 
many heartaches. 

The names of those I wished to hear from were written the evening 
before and the paper folded into as small a bundle as possible. I 
placed it on top of the slates, and it never left that position until the 
signal was given that the feat had been accomplished. The slates 
were on the table in full view. I kept my eyes on them every instant, 
and when the silent notice was given to Mr. Keeler that the guide was 
ready he held the slates on one side and I on the other above the table. 
Every movement was open and above board, except that which oc- 
curred between the slates, and was not done in the ridiculous sleight of 
hand performance, under and over the table, as demonstrated by 
Houdini before the Congressional Committee on “ Fortune Telling.” 
The pressure of the writing is felt, and the scratching of the lead is 
heard. When the slates are opened and the cards displayed, not a 
trace of the lead remains. How that half inch of lead is distributed 
among six or more writers to be used at the same time is a mystery. 
Some process of disintegration must take place. 

Mr. Keeler’s guide, George Cristy, once well known in theatrical 
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circles, by some superhuman power is able to discern the friends de- 
sired and to collect and bring them into the earth vibrations. 

My father’s message was signed with his mortal signature, includ- 
ing certain lines which he used to add to his name during earth life. 
My grandmother and cousin, whom I had addressed by name only, not 
mentioning the relationship, signed themselves “‘ Grandmother ” and 
“Cousin.” Several other friends produced their earth signatures, and 
a great uncle, whom I had not known, placed a message on one of the 
cards. He was not in my list of correspondents, and later, when his 
grandson viewed the writing, he said it was very like his grandfather’s. 
Telepathy must be barred out, as I had never seen it. 

A year later, upon my second sitting, before the signal was given, 
Mr. Keeler said he saw written in the air over my head the words, 
“Death Unveiled.” In that sitting I received a message from 
William James, with the signature very like the sample I was able to 
procure later. 

One from James H. Hyslop, bearing the identical signature I had 
received during his mortal life. 

My cousin, Dorothy, who had some artistic ability, had drawn a 
man’s head with beard, but without her name or message. It was ina 
sitting later with another medium that she claimed the sketch, and 
said she had attempted to draw William James. Her effort is not 
unlike pictures of that personage. | 

Some of the messages I received in my first and second sittings 
follow. I did not time the writing, but it could not have been over 
three or four minutes in either case, and there were six cards filled, 
both times. 

_ That morning my mother had told me during a sitting with Miss 
Ridley that she would try to write me a letter through Mr. Keeler, 
giving some information in regard to the spirit world: 
ee) 
“An amazing wonderful thing is this death, 
To live without body and breathe without breath.” 


“* Dear Louise: 

“That was the poet’s conception of life and what follows. But we do 
have breath and we do have a body. When St. Paul said, ‘ There is a tem- 
poral body and there is a spiritual body,’ he gave the thought of there being 
a ponderable substance after decease. He did not say there was a spirit, but 
a spiritual body. If it was a body, it meant substantiality. When we leave 
the mortal, earth body we take on another body, a sublimated body, one 
finer and better than the one we leave. As we progress from sphere to sphere 
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we leave the then existing body and assume a more subtle one, and each 
change toward a higher sphere finds us with a less ponderable body and more 
of a spiritual state. But in the first spheres, after earth’s decease, we are in 
a visible body, and we function in that practically as we do in the first 
mortal one. I should have to complete the work of the morning through the 
same medium I began it with. 
“ Lovingly, ELLEN CHapIn.” 
(My mother’s maiden name—fine pencilling.) 


oJ 


“Louise. This is a grand surprise. Do you see me. I am trying to do 
in the spirit world for you everything that will conduce to your happiness, 
comfort and welfare. We do not neglect you. I could not. 

(Heavy pencilling.) ‘ JoHN PaINer.” 


In the message of the second sitting he signed “ John Paine 
father.” It was in regard to some private affairs of others which I do 
not feel privileged to quote. The personal messages are always the 
most evidential. 

Se aeaainnEnees © SnRIEEEREREED 


“The lengthened breath is not always the greatest gift God 
gives His friend. 
Sometimes the sable pall of death conceals the fairest boon 
His love can send.” 


“‘ Those lines were written by one who had not yet measured the spaces 
between earth and the spirit world, yet how truly do they tell the story. It is 
not those who tarry on the mortal plane who always possess the greatest 
gift. Even decease often broadens life and blesses the translated. I am in 
a brighter state, and have no wish to be back in the mortal form and world. 

“T am, 
“ With love grandma, 
“Mary MINTON PAINE.” 


On this card was the drawn head. It seemed to have been executed 
first and the message written over it: 
ee 


“ Dear Cousin Louise: 

“ This brief message will tell the story of life beyond the mortal. If I 
am not alive I could not be here writing these words. I send love to every 
one. Let Ruth know I came. I love her. 

“‘ FLORA PAINE WINCH, 
(Light pencilling.) ‘“ Cousin.” 
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“ Receive my little token of remembrance and love with keen interest. 
I can’t write much of a letter, but this will show you I am alive and conscious, 
and when you know that, you have the entire facts of spirit existence. One 
law is universal, and if one lives all live, and if one dies all must. 
(Light pencilling.) ‘“ G. C. Parner.” 


The great uncle I had never seen. My mother told me through 
another medium that ‘‘ Uncle George was so pleased to find he could 
write it.” 


a) 


“ Dear Friend: To write a suitable thing for your “ Death Unveiled ” I 
need a little time to prepare it. I can’t at this moment. 
“Wm. JAMES.” 


Writing very black. I had asked for a foreword for the book. 
———--0 


“Mrs. Fletcher. Greetings. Remarkable development of a spirit nature 
is imminent in the teleplasmic radio. 


“ JAMES H. Hystop.” 


Many of Dr. Hyslop’s messages, through different sources, are in 
regard to the prospective use of radio between the two worlds. 
OD 


More wonderful than my personal sittings with Mr. Keeler was 
one done by proxy, many miles from me, and with no one knowing 
what I had written. The proxy was Miss Belle Cross, a psychic who 
has done some notable work, in a private way. I quote from her 
account of the sitting: 


“ Got in at 3:00 o’clock, but I’d held your little rolled up paper all the 
time I waited. I put the cards in slates, pencil too, and strapped on the 
bands. Then slipped questions under band, and laid my hands over it all. 
Mr. Keeler said, ‘ How many questions have you?’ I replied, ‘It is not 
mine, but a friend’s.’ I told him that I did not know who was asked for. 
After a few minutes he said, ‘ Why do I hear Anna Louise?’ I said, ‘ That 
would connect with the paper, I think.’ Meanwhile I was hearing a gentle 
voice calling, ‘ Nellie, Nellie. Mr. Keeler wrote on slate, ‘ Anna Louise— 
Hold on to John Paine.’ He said, ‘ My guide says take that name and hold 
on to it. Write it on a paper and hold it.’ I wrote it on a tablet, and im- 
mediately taps came to pick up slates. In two (2) minutes and ten (10) 
seconds all was done, and most audibly done; that is, the reference in mes- 
sage to Nell. When I took the cards out I obeyed your permission and 
looked to see how many came. I’m just overcome with joy and surprise. 
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Wasn't it a glorious show up? Professor James’ personal message to me has 
me all swelled up! Some people will have to cling to the life line of Telep- 
athy from long range to explain all this. I know you are going to be very 
happy over it, and I’m rejoiced to be the mere instrument.” 


There were messages from nine personalities on the six cards, in 
different styles of handwriting, including in all 423 words, accom- 
plished in two minutes and ten seconds. 

From a news article attributed to Major General George S. Gibbs, 
I quote: 


“ Facsimile transmission has come. It sends a five-by-seven plate with 
anything you want to put on it, a portrait, a written page, a map or a dress 
design. Instead of twenty words a minute, high speed radio transmission 
gives us 200 words a minute.” 


Mr. Keeler once told me that he knew no more about how this 
writing is accomplished than I did; that his guide made no attempt to 
explain until the advent of the radio. Since then he has said, ‘“‘ The 
marvel of the radio should give some idea of the process.” 

The following messages are the three surprises which came with the 
- sitting of Miss Cross—these names were not on my paper: 


“ Dear Lulu Fletcher— 


‘ Jesus lover of my soul 
Let me to thy bosom fly.’ 


“No one for a moment, I presume, supposes that the writer of those lines 
meant to indicate that any one would want to fly to the bosom literally of 
Jesus. Intrepid men have flown over the ocean, but no one expects to fly to 
any one’s bosom at decease. Of course, the words in the two lines picture 
Jesus as a haven of rest, or refuge, and the idea implied is that after the 
cares and ills and suffering of mortal days, a state of peace shall be reached. 
I don’t mean to say I think you credit the bosom flights, but I couldn’t help 
thinking of it after the song rendered this morning. I have learned a thing 
or two. 

“ Mary MInTON PAINE.” 
Sr 

“Lulu ” was the nickname given to me by this grandmother, and 
never used by me, in connection with Mr. Keeler. The signature is the 
same as in the message three years before, and both start with two 
lines of a hymn. I have since received a sample of my grandmother’s 
mortal signature and find these are correct. 


— 
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“ To Mrs. Fletcher: 

“IT am sorry to hear of your crippled position. I wish I might give you 
release from it. I should enjoy your presence here today. But I do not fail 
to give thanks to Miss Cross. I am anxious about ‘ Death Unveiled.’ 

“ Yours, 
“ WILLIAM JAMES.” 
(Heavy pencilling, as before.) 


a) 


“To Mrs. Fletcher: 

“ Dear friend—I am asked to send this to Mrs. Fletcher. I am more 
and more impressed with the connection in the future of radio and spirit 
communion. Dr. Franklin is very energetic in his promulgation of plans, etc. 

“ J. H. Hystop.” 
--0) 

Mr. Keeler’s form of mediumship is very satisfactory, as it leaves 
one with something tangible and lasting, and not just a memory. In 
this phenomenon, as in all produced by psychic means, as much de- 
pends on the sitter as the medium. Some of my friends have not 
realized such a rich harvest with Mr. Keeler, as Miss Cross and 
myself, while others have been quite as successful. 


Notre.—During the first week of April, 1929, from Boston, through the 
Associated Press, has come the announcement from Albert B. Clark: ‘“‘ Devel- 
opment of a new communication system, designed to make possible the trans- 
mission of hundreds of different messages simultaneously on one radio 
waveband.” 


PART III 
THE STORY OF THE VIOLIN 


“ The instrument on which he played 
Was in Cremona workshop made 
By a great master of the past 
Ere yet was lost the art divine; 
Fashioned of maple and of pine 
That on Tyrolian forests vast 
Had rocked and wrestled with the blast. 
Exquisite was it in design, 
A marvel of the lutist’s art, 
Perfect in each minutest part; 
And in its hollow chamber thus, 
The maker from whose hands it came 
Had written his unrivalled name— 
Antonius Stradivarius.” 
—LONGFELLOW. 


CHAPTER XXIII 
THE STORY OF THE VIOLIN 


In A booklet published in Jacksonville, Florida, in the year 1888, 
called Experiences in a Stricken City, is to be found a story entitled 
“ Kitty and I.” Thus—‘“ The little Storck boy, the only one now left 
of the entire family, was discharged from the Sand Hill’s Hospital yes- 
terday, as cured of yellow fever. He at once repaired to his home, but 
found there only the family cat to greet him. Upon learning that his 
parents and sister were dead, he took the pet in his arms and heroically 
but pathetically remarked that they should begin life anew together.” 
The notice neglected to state that the lad found left to him another 
possession—an old violin. The boy, wanting a bit of money to help 
him get to an uncle in Paris, sold the violin to my father, and left for 
parts unknown. In the interior of that violin were these records: 

(On a piece of very old and yellowed paper )— 


* Antonius Stradivarius Cremoneulis. 


“ Facibat Anno 1713.” 
(The “ 17 ” printed—the “ 13 ” written with ink.) 


(On another, less yellowed by age)— 
*“‘ Repaired by Bernadel, Paris, France, 1839.” 


Later my father inserted in his own handwriting: ‘“‘ Purchased in 
1890 of George Storck—formerly owned by his father. Repaired in 
1891 by E. G. Shaw, Barton, Vt.” 

On the lower part of the neck is carved “ Storck,” and another 
name, almost obliterated by age and use, is carved higher up. 

In 1901 another calamity visited Jacksonville, when a great fire 
swept over and reduced to ashes all of the city, leaving only the 
suburbs. By a seeming miracle, the violin was saved with the family 
silver. 

On April 11, 1924, I had a most surprising experience in the home 
of Mr. A. Brylawski, a gentleman interested for many years in psychic 
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phenomena. Mr. Brylawski holds periodical sittings with the medium 
Reddick, whose control is the Indian “ Black Hawk.” Wonderful 
things transpire during these circles, and in consequence there are 
many grateful souls, both in the mortal body and in the realms of spirit. 

I was not thinking of the violin, the man who had owned it, whom 
I had never seen, nor my father. The sitting had been arranged for a 
special purpose, for another member of the circle. 

Suddenly the medium’s control said to me, ‘‘ You have something 
valuable in your home. It is in danger of falling. A man stands here, 
short, stout, dark hair, used to play on a stringed instrument in an 
orchestra, died of a fever in a hot place.” I could not place this spirit. 
When the control said “ something valuable in your home,” I made a 
remark to Miss Cross, under my breath, about something she under- 
stood. It was not about the violin, and I had no thought of it—in fact, 
my thoughts reverted to an Italian harpist who used to play in an 
orchestra and who might have passed out. Later in the evening the 
control described my father as “ standing before me and holding out 
a violin.” That gave me something to think about. When I returned 
home I found that the violin, which had been placed on a closet shelf, 
had been moved to such a position that a jar would certainly have sent 
it tumbling. 

On April 1, 1925, Miss Ridley and I joined Miss Cross in Balti- 
more for some sittings. All in the circles were strangers to us. As 
usual with Miss Ridley’s work, everyone received evidence. During 
the afternoon circle my father came, and I asked him what he had 
meant by giving me the word, “‘ Mozart,” in a previous sitting held in 
Washington? He said I was to “ get a book, a ‘ Life of Mozart,’ from 
which I would get some evidence about the violin; that he would bring 
someone in the evening who knew more about it than he did.” In the 
evening séance someone came through, speaking French. We told 
him that “no one in the circle knew enough French to carry on a 
conversation. Could he speak English? ”»—to which he answered— 
“ Certainly,” he had only done that for identification, and that he had 
“come to talk about the violin.” I said, “Is this Mr. Storck? ” and 
he said, ‘‘ Yes.” He told me to “ get a book, ‘ The Life of Mozart,’ 
from the big library.” He then gave the names, “ La Val,” “ Godar,” 
and ‘“ Carl Fisher.”’ The young lady who made the notes understood 
them thus. Names seem to be the stumbling-block in voice communi- 
cation, consonants being particularly hard to get. 

I procured a list of books on “‘ Mozart ” from the library and found 
among them a “ Life of Mozart ” by a man named Storck. I have not 
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been able to find any connection between this book and the violin, 
except that I learned later the owner of the violin had lived on Rue de 
Mozart in Paris, and that after coming to America he had lived not 
far from the store of Carl Fisher in New York City. By this time I 
was becoming very much interested in violins and reading all available 
books on the subject. I was for a time literally tied to violin strings. 
I learned of certain birth-marks, which never failed with certain pro- 
ducers, and was curious as to whether we should find the distinguish- 
ing mark spoken of in the book, Old Violins, by H. R. Haweis. “If 
the amateur happens to have an instrument, with a little round hole in 
the back of his fiddle a few inches below the nut, filled up skilfully, 
so as to be almost imperceptible, he may be quite sure he has got an 
old violin, probably one of the oldest, as the practice of falling sud- 
denly on the knees, and letting the violin hang in processions, in which 
singers went before, and the minstrels followed after, has long been 
abandoned. That little hole so cunningly plugged, shows the place 
where a slight chain, connected the instrument to a button screw or 
hook, so that at the elevation of the Host, the minstrel might suddenly 
fall on his knees, without fear of dropping his fiddle.” 

“‘ Stradivarius changed his label late, in using a ‘ V’ instead of a 
‘U ’ in spelling ‘ Stradivarius.’ Some Stradivarius-labelled violins have 
all the figures of the date printed. They are forgeries. The last two 
figures in the real labels, being always filled in ink, which has faded.” 

Upon examination, the violin in our possession was found to have 
“ the tiny hole skilfully filled, below the nut,” and “ the last two figures 
of the date filled in ink, which had faded.” I also found that “ the 
Marquis Dalla Valle had inherited a collection of fine violins from his 
uncle, Count Salabue, who purchased them in the year 1775, and that 
the Strads made between 1700-1725 were called ‘the Golden Age 
Strads.’”’ I also learned that there was a sale of fine violins in 1857 
by the English collector, Goding. I concluded that the names, La Val, 
and Godar, as understood in Baltimore, doubtless had reference to 
Dalla Valle, and Goding. The spirit who gave those names was a 
Frenchman. Certain it is from the histories that ‘‘ Some of the famous 
Court Strads have vanished, no one knows where, and another famous 
Strad from the Plowder collection disappeared while in the possession 
of one of the diplomats at St. Petersburg, Russia, and has never 
been traced.” (OK Oe ee 

According to instructions from my father, I put the violin in a 
locked case, placed it in a safety vault, and awaited developments. 

On the evening of May 16, 1925, during an evening visit in the 
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home of friends, Miss Cross was moved to write automatically, “ John 
says to get your material together and to put it in such shape that it 
will be available at short notice—try to get the letters first, then you 
can work in all the details. If you can find the last record of the death 
of the owner there will be a link in the chain. We will get you more 
substantial evidence than you now dream of.” 

I had supposed that the lad who sold the violin to my father was 
George Storck, Jr., and that his father was George Storck, Sr., so the 
call was sent to Jacksonville, Florida, for a copy of “ the death cer- 
tificate of George Storck.” Excerpts from the letters which followed 
will tell this part of the story. 

From the reply of the Mayor of Jacksonville: 


“‘ Replying to your favor of the 19th in reference to Mr. George Storck, 
I wish to advise that Mr. George Storck did not die of yellow fever in the 
epidemic of 1888, but his father, mother and sister did die at that time. Mr. 
George Storck is now living in South Jacksonville, and will write you in con- 
nection with your letter. His father’s name was Joseph Storck.” 


From Mr. Storck’s letter: 


“Not knowing for what reason you desired my father’s death certificate, 
I have looked up further proof of his death, and have sent you a book pub- 
lished right after the yellow fever, entitled Experiences in a Stricken City. 
This book has several passages referring to me, and on page 11 you will see 
where my father, mother and sister are given among the dead. I was the 
only one left. For further proof that I am the George Storck mentioned in 
that book, I can refer you to a number of living witnesses, among them 
Mrs. S., etc.” 


Mr. Storck was then notified that I was interested in a violin which 
he had sold to Mr. Paine. 
He answered: 


“Will you be so kind as to tell me why you wanted my father’s death 
certificate? I cannot see how it can have any bearing on the old violin that 
I sold to Mr. Paine, for he knew that my father was dead when he bought 
it—that was thirty-seven years ago, and I would thank you to enlighten me.” 


After the receipt of this letter Mr. Storck was notified that I was 
‘“‘ Mr. Paine’s daughter, and that I had the violin.” 
Mr. Storck’s letter of May 27, 1925: 


“Your letters dated May 22 and 25 received, and was quite surprised to 
hear about Mr. Paine and my father’s violin. I have often wondered what 
became of it. When I sold it to Mr. Paine after the yellow fever epidemic 
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I was only a boy and did not appreciate the old violin, although I knew that 
my father thought a great deal of it, but did not think it was from its mone- 
tary value, but from old associations, as he had owned the violin quite 
some time.” 


Then followed the story of the life in Paris with the uncle, return- 
ing to Chicago in 1892—-going to Siberia in 1897, where he became 
interested in the shipment of raw furs, finally owning a steamer for 
the trade, which sailed along the China and Siberian coasts as far as 
Alaska. Later illness came and an urge for Florida. “‘ The years had 
softened the bitter recollections,” and a winter home was purchased 
on the St. Johns River. 

In August, 1925, I saw George Storck for the first time. He had 
arranged to have some sittings with Miss Ridley, and was introduced 
to her as “ Mr. Jackson,” and it was not until several months later that 
she learned of his connection with the “ violin.” 

My father came early in the first circle, saying, “‘ Well, George, 
little did I think when I paid you that small sum for your old music 
box, what it would mean.” 

Joseph Storck also came, and gave good evidence. The name, 
““ Dalla Valle,” was repeated. In a previous sitting of my own Joseph 
Storck had told me that “‘ the violin had once escaped destruction by 
water, as well as the escape from the Jacksonville fire.” George 
Storck told me that the description of his father, given through Mr. 
Reddick in Mr. Brylawski’s home—“ Short, stout, dark hair, used to 
play on a stringed instrument in an orchestra ”—was perfect. That 
he had found among his father’s papers a note to the effect that in the 
fall of 1868 he had “ saved a man from drowning, as he returned home 
from playing in the orchestra of the Paris Opera House.” 

Early in the fall of 1925 the violin was placed permanently into the 
keeping of George Storck. Joseph Storck had told me that he had 
“loved that violin better than his life,” and those who have been 
associated in its return to Joseph Storck’s son agree with him when he 
says—‘ I thoroughly believe that the violin was brought back to me 
after thirty-seven years by something more than mere accident. It is 
especially wonderful to me in view of the fact that in those thirty- 
seven years I have traveled eleven times around the world, and have 
gone hundreds of thousands of miles away from Florida, and to come 
back after thirty-seven years and get in touch with the violin, is more 
than wonderful. There can be no question in my mind but that it was 
brought about by spirit influences, and I am not afraid to tell the 
world of my belief in the matter.” 
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PART IV 
AFTER-THOUGHTS 


“ THE QUICK AND THE DEAD.” 


* At noon of night, and at the night’s pale end, 
Such things have chanced to me 
As one by day would scarcely tell a friend 
For fear of mockery. 
*‘ Shadows you say, mirages of the brain! 
I know not, faith, not I. 
Is it more strange the dead should walk again 
Than that the quick should die? ” 
—THOMAS BAILEY ALDRICH. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 
AFTER-THOUGHTS 


I TELL the tale as ’twas told to me. 

Many criticisms are made that the messages which come through 
mediums are mundane. It has been my experience that uninitiated 
sitters are so overwhelmed with these ‘‘ Will-o’-the-wisp ” visitations 
that they are only capable of asking inane questions. I have seen this 
fact demonstrated numbers of times, and I have also heard discourses, 
the style and delivery being much beyond my capacity to repeat. 

Isaac Funk, in one of his experiments in psychic research, asked 
the spirit communicating, ‘“‘ Why do so many foolish messages come 
through? ”—to which the spirit replied, ““ Why do you continue to 
send over so many fools? ” Much criticism has been made in regard 
to the fact that messages sometimes contradict each other. When we 
consider that the process used is “ on the principle of the radio,” and 
that the transmission and reception are much more difficult than in the 
experimental days of the radio, the wonder is that anything ever 
comes through. 

If contradictory messages can come over what should be the finest 
instruments made, allowances should be given to human stations. 

I have in mind the radio attempts at the time of the Amundsen trip 
to the North Pole. I quote from news published during that episode: 


“ Deep mystery held the final leg of the airship Norge’s flight from 
Spitzbergen to Alaska, in a mist of doubt and conjecture last night, until the 
Amundsen message was relayed to Washington. Even then confusion had 
not entirely disappeared. What happened to the Norge in the two days 
between the polar dirigible’s arrival at Point Barrow, and the report that it 
had been located near Nome, had the Army and Navy experts floundering 
in a maze of contradictory radio dispatches. 

“Tst. That the Norge reached Teller, Alaska, and was preparing to land 
at Nome, seventy-five miles to the south. 

“2nd. That the Norge had been reported drifting helplessly in a north- 
east gale. 

“3rd. Greetings from Lincoln Ellsworth, American explorer on the 
Norge expedition, to President Coolidge, stating that the polar flight had 
been successful. Navy and Army radios were in direct opposition on news 
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of the Norge. After the War Department had reported the Norge over 
Teller, Naval radio communications reported her drifting in an Arctic tem- 
pest. Interference and static had badly garbled the message.” 


We are certain of interference occurring at times with spirit radio, 
and it is possible that the condition called “ Static,’—of which we 
know nothing—may shatter the higher vibrations, as well as those 
nearer the earth plane. 

Another criticism often heard is that a spirit endeavoring to place 
itself will use such simple clues as proof of identity. 

There was the case of a missing daughter trying to assure her 
mother of her rescue. The message was sent in this fashion: “ Tell 
mother that when I was five years old I had my right hand cut—also 
tell her that I had a pet pigeon named Jennie, and a black cat with 
a white tail.”” This was the best that could be done for identification 
from a person with a command of the English language, but it con- 
vinced the mother. 

Would it mean anything for identification if spirits should rhapso- 
dize about “ Jerusalem the Golden,” and say they had talked with 
Confucius and Plato, and seen Jesus? 

Another question which is asked by the doubters, probably more 
often than any other: ‘Why do not my dear ones communicate 
directly with me—why do I have to seek a medium? ” My answer is, 
“You are not the right instrument. Why did a boy of fifteen with 
a home-made radio get a message from the Byrd expedition, before 
others who were longing for it? The properly attuned instrument is 
the test for all messages, whether human or spiritual. We cannot all 
compose beautiful melodies. Only a few can tune in to ‘The Music 
of the Spheres.’ ” 

I have never heard a spirit express a wish to return to the mortal 
body. Sometimes those left behind appear to be hurt at this admis- 
sion—a form of selfishness. 

From a feeling of resentment that my mother was taken from me, 
I have been brought to a sense of rejoicing that she has had all these 
years of happiness. I once asked her if she realized how long she had 
been gone, and she answered, “ Has it been thirty-five years? It 
seems but yesterday.” 

The transmitting of names seems to be the stumbling-block for 
our spirit friends, and they employ subterfuges to attain the desired 
results. I recall a soldier boy trying to give his name to an old pal, 
and finally in desperation blurting out—‘“‘ You boys called me the 
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thing you bathe in.” He was immediately recognized as ‘“‘ Tubbie.” 
An aunt, trying to place herself with a nephew—“ the thing you sweep 
with.” She was named “ Brush.” Still another, repeating the name 
“ Hetty Green.” We all quickly thought “ Money,” and that was 
the name. 

Dr. Hyslop once tried to explain to us the reason for the difficulty 
in bringing names through, but unfortunately his words were not 
taken down in shorthand and they were too academic for me to 
attempt to repeat. 

In a sitting with Miss Ridley I asked a spirit friend to tell me, 
*¢ What is the stuff that dreams are made of?” He said he wished he 
had known I was going to ask that question, as he would have inquired 
of more scientific minds and been better prepared to answer, but that, 
“In sleep you are functioning partly in atmosphere and partly in 
ether, and the different rates of vibrations cause the confusion of 
dreams.” Some clairvoyants claim to have seen the astral body hover- 
ing over the mortal body in sleep. One evening I was telling a house 
guest how this same friend had given me his reasons for disliking 
pearls, and as we prepared to retire she called me to see her string of 
pearls. As she unclasped them the cord had broken in four different 
places. 

I have been told that the birthdays celebrated on the other side are 
not the ones on which we leave the mother-nest, but the day of the 
advent into the higher life. 

There are very few circles which do not endeavor to produce the 
right atmosphere by first repeating “‘ The Lord’s Prayer.” 

The assertion that those who dabble in Spiritualism are apt to go 
mad is refuted by statistics and expert testimony. According to one 
of the British medical journals, “Out of 14,500 examined in the 
United States of America, in 1878, only four were attributed to devo- 
tion to modern spirit manifestations, a proportion of 1 in 3,837. In 
England, between 1878-1887, there were 136,478 cases of insanity, and 
out of these 3,769 were attributed to religious mania among the ortho- 
dox, a proportion of 1 to 37.”’ These were the years following close 
upon the excitement of the disclosures in connection with the medium- 
ship of the Fox sisters, of Hydesville, N. Y. S., and when investigation 
of the occult was rampant. 

I quote from a pamphlet written by the Reverend Charles Twee- 
dale, Vicar of Weston, Ottey, Yorks, England: “ Recent inquiries 
directed to the Board of Lunacy Control have elicited the reply that 
they are unable to refer to any statistics which would be applicable to 
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the allegation that devotion to psychic things is a frequent source of 
lunacy. Professor Enrico Morselli, Director of the Clinic of Mental 
Diseases at the University of Genoa, says on this subject: ‘ Cases of 
madness among those devoted to psychic phenomena are very rare. In 
my long career among many thousands of patients, I do not remember 
more than four or five.’”” To this I would like to say: Never go into 
the study for thrills nor from idle curiosity. Unless you are a scientific 
researcher, let love always lead the way. To believe these phenomena 
to be according to God’s laws, without mysticism or unnaturalness, is 
the safe and sane path. As soon as any phase of life takes on antag- 
onism to nature’s laws, perversion results. To pursue any line of 
thought to the exclusion of all else, is dangerous, and amateur investi- 
gators should remember that the subject becomes so fascinating that 
it requires some strength to let it alone. ‘‘ Not to sit too constantly for 
phenomena,” is the advice from the spirit world. As William James 
says on page 116 of Your Infinite Possibilities, by Margaret Under- 
hill—‘‘ With our feet on the ground and our heads in the clouds, we 
can lead lives which are sane and healthy.” 

It took many years for Christ’s teaching to be accepted. In the 
next three hundred years Spiritualism will doubtless be firmly estab- 
lished as an integral part of the Christian religion. 

Collective evidence stresses proof—and we get the descriptions of 
the next state, agreeing in most essentials, through mediums ‘“ From 
Greenland’s icy mountains to India’s coral strands.” 

My mother has said— 

“We do hear your music, but not as you hear it. We have some- 
thing better than human music.” 


“Congeniality is the main thing here. Blood relationships do 
not count.” 


“We do the work that is assigned to us according to capacity, not 
seeking gratitude.” 


‘“‘ Love here is higher than the worldly kind.” 


“Do you know I feel sorry for the little man who was here yester- 
day? If you had tried to reach me in the cold scientific way in which 
he is going about, we would never have come together. On your side 
you must throw out a wave of love, or you will never reach your 
dear ones.” | 


“‘ Spirits in the lower planes stay there until they wish to progress. 
There are spirits who help them. All can go on.” 


AFTER-THOUGHTS 85 


“There are some who never want to return to the earth plane. 
Their experiences there were so terrible they have no desire to ever 
get near it again.” 


*‘ At the moment of conception a soul is created which never dies.” 


‘“‘ Babies go to the sixth plane, even those born out of wedlock. 
They have none of life’s mistakes to outlive. Only those qualified to 
go to the sixth plane can reach them.” 


“They tell me that I am miles away according to earth’s deduc- 
tions, and yet I know I am right here talking to you.” 


(If we mortals can ever understand the science of the radio, and 
can dispel from our minds the thought of time and space, we may get 
a feeble idea of the conditions prevailing in the next state.) 


“‘No reincarnation according to the Oriental theory, but a partial 
taking possession of a mortal by a spirit, for the purpose of continuing 
some hobby—art, music, poetry, etc., and is generally a bit of egotism 
on the part of the spirit.” 


“ For a long time I was earth-bound. I called and called you and 
could not understand why you did not hear me. Then I realized I was 
harming you as well as myself.” 


“We do not sleep, but we do rest. Some who come over with 
wearied souls sleep for awhile.” 


“We do not have night nor day, but a light like subdued sunlight, 
as near as I can express it.” 


I asked my father, and he said— 
“Yes, I am very, very happy—it is all so peaceful here, and 
everything is on such a high plane.” 


“Yes, there is an animal sphere, with lower and higher planes, 
just as mortal spirits have. The love of mortals can never reach the 
strength of the love of our animal pets.” 


I quote here from Swedenborg—‘ The reason that nothing in 
nature exists but from a spiritual origin is, that there cannot be any- 
thing in existence unless it have soul.” 


My father has said on the subject of materialization that he and 
some kindred spirits had about reached the conclusion that the medium 
gives out chemical elements—the same substances from which a babe 
is formed, although they were not certain that this premise was correct. 
My father in earth life was a chemist. 
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I inquired of my father how he managed without his books and 
papers, which had meant so much to him in earth life? His answer 
was: ‘‘ My greatest happiness now is watching souls unfold out of 
darkness.”’ My father said, “‘ The vital cord is attached to the solar 
plexus.” There are accounts in the books of Andrew Jackson Davis, 
and Myers’ Human Personality, of the process of dissolution being 
seen Clairvoyantly and described as “ the soul hovering over the body 
attached by a silvery-looking cord, and death of the body does not 
occur until this cord is severed.” 


Speaking of Miss Ridley’s mediumship, my father told me that 
“There are books written on the Oracles, in which this type of me- 
diumship is spoken of as ‘ talking from the stomach.’ ” 

“Mars is inhabited by two extremes of mortals, the very high 
spiritually, and the very low.” (Are we moving that way?) 


Dr. Hyslop—still teaching. 

I asked Dr. Hyslop if he objected to my using his name in this 
book. His answer was typical of the great soul of him, who in earth 
life had nothing to gain and much to lose by the courage of his 
convictions: 

“IT should not have given you my name if I had objected.” 

“With all the proof I had on earth with spirits communicating, 
nothing was as convincing as that J am now communicating from the 
spirit side.” 

I said: ‘ Do you know, Dr. Hyslop, I used to read every word you 
wrote, but I did not understand half of it?” The reply, kind and 
courteous—‘‘ My dear lady, neither did I.” 

“The spirits see material objects upside down, just as objects 
appear looking at them through a camera. That is the reason why it 
is so difficult for a spirit to deal with material objects—figures, letters, 
signs and so forth all appear upside down, but not so human beings.” 

‘“‘ Houdini has been saying that I left a posthumous letter. That 
is untrue.” 


(In regard to Miss Ridley, through whom he was talking): 

“IT am trying to hold back my power so as not to injure the me- 
dium. This form of mediumship is very scientific. Scientists on this 
side are hoping to produce the voices through her in the air. She 
should not go to England until next year. I fear the scientists over 
there will do as I did on earth with—they will keep her for themselves, 
and this should be given to the world.” (The next year Miss Ridley 
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went to England; and during her sleep voices have been heard speak- 
ing in the air.) 

“‘ Working in the light makes the process very hard on the medium, 
as the light rays take much of her force. 

“ Work in the dark only as an experiment at present. The dark- 
ness would cause the voices to seem more distinct, because then only 
the sense of hearing would be employed, while now sight and hearing 
are being used. The eye watching the medium detracts from the 
hearing.” 

“When you hear voices over the radio they are really coming to 
you through the astral plane. ‘Though the voice proceeds from a 
human body, it comes to you through the astral plane, not from the 
astral plane,’’ as he corrected a sitter. 


Since the advent of radio-vision, I have had in mind the possibility 
of registering a spirit face when the voice is speaking. Instruments 
have been invented which register insect sounds attuned to vibrations 
much above the capacity of human hearing. Also those which slow 
down the motion of an insect’s wing to normal eyesight. If human 
invention has gone that far, why not a bit further, so that the sounds 
and visions of the world of spirits, with its higher rate of vibrations 
than our own, may be tuned down to the rate in which we mortals 
_ live, move, and have our being? If a human face will register at the 
time its owner is speaking via radio-vision, why could we not with the 
proper instrument get the spirit face when the spirit voice is talking? 


I asked Dr. Hyslop “ If it would be possible to get a spirit face 
with radio-vision? ” He said, ‘‘ I see no reason why this thing cannot 
be accomplished. The instrument will have to be attuned to higher 
vibrations. If you only get a spot at first it will be enough to encour- 
age you to go on. If I, during my life on earth, had been able to get 
as much as a spot I would have continued the investigation. You 
doubtless will have to continue, as you probably will not get what you 
want at first.” 


Speaking of Miss Ridley— 

“You should, if you could, get a physician who is in perfect accord 
with this work, to find out what condition the physical body of the 
medium is in, at the time we are working—the blood pressure, heart 
beats, everything that would tend to show how we use this instrument.” 

“ You cannot attach any mechanical devices close to the medium. 
There is magnetism in the metal apparatus, and that will attract. With 
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a medium working near mechanical apparatus, you are running a 
danger in detracting from her power. You know all of these things 
are electricity carriers. Her connection is the same as the radio, only 
in another and different line. It is coming through the atmosphere. 
You can’t see it, you can hear it, you don’t know where it is. The 
wave vibrations to use are what we call short over here. A long wave 
vibration would not make the connection. In using the radio-vision, 
if you use the amplifier, put it at least fifteen feet away from the 
medium.” 

“A purple light is better than white, or even red, but it should be 
behind the medium.” 

“‘T have looked the apparatus over and see no reason why you 
cannot get perfect pictures.” 

We had by this time approached a scientist with regard to the use 
of an instrument in making tests, and all seemed to be going well, until 
this scientist went to hear Houdini, after which he sent the money back 
and would have nothing more to do with us! 

We had discussed with Dr. Hyslop about taking photographs of 
Miss Ridley when the spirits were talking. He directed that we should 
“turn the eye of the camera on the medium’s solar plexus.” We made 
the attempt in daylight with two cameras working simultaneously. 
After we had placed the films to be developed, Dr. Hyslop said, before 
we procured the pictures: “ I think you have something interesting on 
the films. I have not been able to get very close to the man who is 
developing them, but I feel sure there is something.’”’ When the 
pictures were called for “ the man” said, ‘ There seems to be some- 
thing wrong with your cameras.” There certainly were some queer 
effects upon several of the exposures. 


NotTE.—From Princeton, N. J., April 9th, 1929: “ Prof. Karl T. Compton, ~ 
at Princeton, is Building Vacuum to House Spectroscope. Camera to record 
invisible light. Instead of taking ordinary pictures, the camera is designed 
to advance another step into the unknown, by revealing more about the light 
that is invisible to the eye. It will measure the wave lengths of light at the 
ultra-violet end of the spectrum, from the last one that is visible, down to 
zero. The more obscure rays farther in the ultra-violet will not pass through 
air, which accounts for the vacuum in the camera.” (Are we about to get 
the key to the process of psychic photography? Does the ectoplasmic frame 
which encircles the subject of a psychic photograph, produce a vacuum?) 


Questioned on “ Why so many Indian guides? ”— 
“IT do not know about the East Indian, but do know about the 
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American Indian. First, one of the great reasons is his faithfulness to 
the things he believes in. Second, because it is the Indian religion. 
They have lived in the woods next to nature in all of the years, and 
they have never done anything without calling on the Great Spirit first 
or getting in contact with the chiefs and squaws who have gone before 
them. They had spirit communication before we knew what it was. 
No medium need fear when she has a faithful Indian guide. You 
know there is one more thing to an Indian—deception means death, 
and an Indian once fooled is never fooled on the same thing again. 
He never forgets, but he does forgive. That is the law of the spirit 
world.” 

After a circle, during which two earth-bound suicides came in. 
They were recognized by two of the sitters and were pitiful in their 
begging for kind thoughts to be sent to them, to aid their progression. 

“‘ If I had had charge of that séance I would have stopped it. You 
were endangering the medium as well as yourselves. You were per- 
fectly right in supposing that those people who had taken their own 
lives were bringing her into an earth-bound condition.” 

About the two sitters: ‘‘ They would not have drawn those people 
if they had been on the right plane. It would not have been half so 
bad if they had been relatives. You had a very disturbing crowd. I 
will say that when I was on earth I was considered very hard shell, 
but I never brought such a condition to a séance. You can be critical 
almost to the point of rudeness, but if you are suspicious you kill every 
good thing there is. Small minds can think of nothing larger.” 

Why some sitters fail to get results: 

“‘T would like to explain the scientific reason why that gentleman 
did not get anything. He did not give out the thought vibrations, and 
his friends on the spirit side, being of the same mental attitude, could 
not get in. They formed a dense atmosphere which could not be 
penetrated.” 

After a circle in which Dr. Hyslop was supposed to be present for 
a certain purpose. I said, “An old friend of yours, Mr. L. T., was in 
the circle.”—“ My old friend! I am sorry. I was going to come to 
the circle, but I had my mind on the young lady. I should have been 
more on the job. When I was on earth, if I would get my mind on a 
certain thing, they could be talking about anything—I would not 
notice. It is the only possible way of obtaining a climax.” 

Asked about the theory of reincarnation—‘ I have not yet found 
any evidence for the theory of reincarnation. Here we go on until we 
reach the heights, and I cannot conceive of any plan of the Almighty 
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which would dash us from those heights to an abyss of ignorance 
again. ‘Those who welcome the theory of reincarnation cannot, do 
not, hold love for their present parents.” 

Of the many dear ones with whom I have had communication from 
the other side, not one has ever agreed to the theory of reincarnation 
as understood by modern Theosophists, but there are many spirits who 
have gone over with that belief who still cling to it. Father Anthony 
Beale, a Canadian Catholic priest who wandered into one of our circles 
because he was “‘ drawn by the vibrations of some one,” said—‘‘ Our 
minds can hold a thought as long as we want to.” 

To me, one of the most distressing thoughts about the theory of 
successive incarnations in a mortal body is that in the course of our 
human experiences it would fall to our lots to sit repeatedly by the 
bedside of our suffering dear ones and finally to stand by open graves 
and cry, “ Quo vadis.” For certainly we would come back in the form 
of “pulling babes ” on the breasts of new mothers, associated with 
those living and dying in new family circles. 

My experiences have taught me that my dear ones were never Mark 
Antony’s nor Cleopatra’s, who seem to have been able to “ split off ” 
their personalities and pass them around to quite a few. Strange that 
no one seems to remember having once served as a galley slave! 

Our dear ones do not change—they are the same personalities we 
loved while they were in the mortal body, and they have a boundless 
love for those they have left on earth, with a sympathy for our weak- 
nesses and mistakes, as a mother for her children. 

A great thought of real reincarnation is embodied in the Persian 
quotation— 

“Consciousness sleeps in the stone, dreams in the plant, stirs in 
the animal, and awakes in man,” and now that we know that ‘“ Male 
and female made He them,” even in the stone and the plant, and that 
both live and breathe and seemingly die, as do the animal and man, it 
is not difficult to visualize that wonderful evolution and change of 
incarnation which has been going on through the ages gone, until at 
last man appeared—‘‘And God saw everything that He had made, and 
behold it was very good.” 
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“Any person pretending to tell fortunes for reward or compensation, 
where lost or stolen goods may be found; any person who, by game or device, 
sleight of hand, pretending, fortune telling or by any trick or other means, 
by the use of cards or other implements or instruments, fraudulently obtains 
from another person money or property or reward, property of any descrip- 
tion; any person pretending to remove spells, or to sell charms for protec- 
tion, or to unite the separated, shall be considered a disorderly person. Any 
person violating the provisions of this law shall be punished by a fine not to 
exceed $250 or by imprisonment not to exceed six months, or by both such 
fine and imprisonment.” 


Notre.—These hearings became a channel for attacks by Houdini and his 
witnesses upon all mediums, and their defense by their friends. 


FROM HEARINGS BEFORE SUB-COMMITTEE ON JUDICIARY, 
DISTRICT OF COLUMBIA, SIXTY-NINTH CONGRESS, 
FEBRUARY AND MAY, 1926 

Tue CHAIRMAN. You are going to use your time on new matter? 
Mr. Houpini. Yes, but I want to hear what Mrs. Fletcher has to say. 
(Mr. Houdini yielded fifteen minutes of his time to Mrs. Fletcher.) 


STATEMENT OF Mrs. FLETCHER, WASHINGTON, D. C. 


Mrs. FLETCHER. If I may have as much time as our little friend at the 
other end of the table (indicating) has had in displaying his pitiable attempt 
to show before this Committee the trumpet work and the slate-writing, that 
is all I want, and I will be perfectly satisfied. 

THE CHAIRMAN. Do you want five minutes now? 

Mrs. FLETCHER. I think he had ten minutes one day, and at least ten 
or fifteen minutes another day. 

THE CHAIRMAN. Do you care to be heard at this time? 

Mrs. FLETCHER. It does not make any difference. I should say some 
things that would use more than five minutes. 

THE CHAIRMAN. How much time do you want, Mrs. Fletcher—fifteen 
or twenty minutes? 

Mrs. FLETCHER. I think fifteen minutes would be sufficient. 

THE CHAIRMAN. Would you agree to that, Mr. Houdini? 

Mr. Houpini. Yes, gladly. 
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Mrs. FLetTcHER. Mr. Chairman, my home is in Florida, and I live at 
present in the District of Columbia. I will not presume to take much of 
your time. Too much has been spent upon words which have no bearing 
upon the question before us, but had I not made a promise that I would help 
this cause at any time, in any place, or in any way in my power, I would not 
be here. I have been an investigator for thirty-five years. I am astonished 
that the poor imitation which was displayed before you the other day, got 
over. It is no more like a real demonstration which occurs at a spiritual 
séance than darkness is like daylight. I would venture to say that there is 
no one in this room who could produce for me a message from my father, in 
his own handwriting, with his own particular signature. 

And here let me say that the phenomenon has been proved. As an illus- 
tration of such phenomenon, in this séance at the same time other messages 
were being written simultaneously, each in a different style of handwriting, 
and the whole performance consumed about three minutes. There were at 
least six dozen words, and they were not from Benjamin Franklin or George 
Washington or Queen Elizabeth, but from some of my own dear friends in the 
invisible world. 

Now as for prophecy—what is so wicked and unlawful in the gift of 
prophecy? I have had, in Washington, within the space of two years, three 
prophecies made to me by a medium in deep trance. The medium did not 
know what she was saying. She does not know to this day what she said. 
These three prophecies were fulfilled to the letter. They were of unusual 
occurrences, not what would happen to any individual in the ordinary run of 
life. The statement has been made here that if this thing is true, why do not 
our mediums give tips as to races and stock, oil ventures and things of that 
kind? Many of our mediums can do so. It is not the desire of the spirit 
world to increase the size of the pocketbook, but to enlarge the size of the 
human soul. (Applause.) If anybody will read Dennis Bradley’s book 
called Toward the Stars, he will find in there a chapter telling how the 
medium Valiantine put his finger on three successive winners in the races in 
England. After he had accomplished this feat, Mr. Valiantine said he could 
do no more, because it was not the desire of his spirit guides that he should 
use his power in that way. 

As to charms. I have had some very dear little friends, during my life, 
who belonged to a certain denomination. These little friends wore about 
their necks, medals, I think they called them, which had been blessed by the 
leaders of their faith, and for which donations had been made to the church. 
If this clause goes through, what will be done with that practice. It might 
be a very good opening for an organization known as the K. K. K. 
(Applause. ) | 

What is so wrong and wicked and unlawful about locating lost articles? 
I had a very important lost article located through directions given me by 
mediums. Nearly forty years ago there came into the possession of my 
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father a valuable violin. The owner of that violin had passed into the higher 
life. The boy who had inherited the violin was eight years of age, and left 
the violin with my father and disappeared. Nothing was heard from him. 
I supposed he had joined his father in the higher life. About two years ago 
I began to get messages which interested me in the old violin. I followed the 
directions given me through some mediums, and through those directions I 
located that boy now grown, as you realize, to manhood. He had lived in 
France, and he had lived in Russia, and been eight times around the world. 
He had known the city of Jacksonville had been destroyed entirely by fire, 
and supposed that his violin, if it had been in existence, had gone that way. 
I found the man, and he found his violin entirely through the advice and 
suggestions I received through mediums. 

Mr. RATHBONE. May I interrupt you a moment, Mrs. Fletcher? 

Mrs. FLETCHER. Yes. 

Mr. RATHBONE. I have seen some remarkable things done along certain 
lines, but there was no claim they were done through spiritual mediumship. 

Mrs. FLETCHER. May I say that these messages purported to come from 
my father, who was interested that I should return the violin to the boy to 
whom it belonged. 

Now, as to honest mediums. The assertion has been made here that there 
is no such thing as an honest medium. My mother was a natural medium. 
Among the first things that I remember are certain marvelous things which 
had happened in the family circle. I have for years investigated the subject. 
I have never come in contact with a medium who was dishonest. I have 
come in contact with some who had less power and some who had more 
power, but I have never met one who was dishonest. I have had, in my own 
home circles, some of the most prominent people in Washington. I will not 
name them. You might be surprised. They were ministers, doctors, officials, 
and world-renowned writers. I have heard them talk and carry on conver- 
sations with their invisible dear ones, in the light, in the sunlight, in the 
electric light, without trumpet, without paraphernalia of any kind what- 
soever—except the medium merely sitting in their midst in deep trance. I 
have heard dozens of conversations of this kind. I have taken part in many 
of them. My experience has been that mediums have a hard time to get 
along. Instead of being ‘‘ immensely wealthy,” they have a rush of work for 
a few days, and then many days when there is nothing. Often they are 
absolutely dependent. Their work is the giving of a certain vital force which 
undermines their strength, to which they succumb. 

Mr. Houpini. It is now my time, Mr. Chairman, and I would like to 
speak. ; 
Mrs. FLETCHER. I have finished. I thank you, Mr. Weiss. 
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